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Sportive Fancy round him flew, 
Nature led him by the hand. 
Instructed him in aU she knew. 
And gave him absolute command. 
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This comedy contains scenes idiich are truly 
worthy of the first of dramatic poets. Isabella 
pleading with Angelo in behalf of mercy to her 
brother, and afterwards insisting that his life must 
not be purchased by the sacrifice of her chastity, 
is an object of such interest, as to make the reader 
desirous of overlooking the many great defects 
which are to be found in other parts of this play. 
The story is little suited to a comedy. The wicked- 
ness of Angelo is so' atrocious, that I recollect only 
one instance of a similar kind being recorded in 
history*; and that b considered by many persons 
as of doubtful authority. ^^His criipes, indeed, are 
not completed, but he supposes them to be so ; 
and his guilt is as great as it would have been, if 
the person of Isabella had been violated, and the 
head of Ra^zine had been Claudio's. This mon- 
ster of iniquity appears before the Duke, defending 
his cause with unblushing boldness ; and after the 
detection of his crimeiB, he can scarcely be said to 
receive any punishment. A hope is even expressed 
that he will prove a good husband, but for no good 
reason— > namely, because he has been a little bad. 
Angelo abandoned his contracted wife for the most 
dei^cable of all reasons, the loss of her fortune. 
He added to his guilt not only insensiibilitj lo\vet 
MctioB, but the detestable aggravadon o€ \ti\\»iva% 
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her reputation by an unfounded slander ; ascribing 
his desertion of Mariana to levity in her conduct, 
of which she never was guilty. He afterwards 
betrayed the trust reposed in him by the Duke. 
He threatened Isabella that if she would not sur- 
render her virtue, he would not merely put her 
brother to death, but make 

** His death draw out to lingering sufferance." 

And finally, when he thought his object accom- 

filished, he ordered Claudio to be murdered, in vio- 
ation of his most solemn engagement. 

These are the crimes, which, in the language of 
Mariana, are expressed by the words a little bad; 
and with a perfect knowledge of Angelo's having 
committed them, she 

^ Craves no other, nor no better man." 

Claudio's life having been preserved by the Pro- 
vost, it would not, perhaps, have been lawful to 
have put Angelo to death ; but the Duke might, 
with great propriety, have addressed him in the 
words of Bolingbroke to Exton : 

** QOf wander through the shades of night, 
** And never show thy head by day nor light." 

Other parts of the play are not without faults. 

The best characters act too much upon a system of 

duplicity and falsehood ; and the Duke, in the fifth 

act, trifles cruelly with the feelings of Isabella, 

allowing her to suppose her brother to be dead, 

much longer than the story of the play required. 

lAici6 ia inconsistent as well as profligate. He 

appears in the first act, as the frWud of CJaMdio^ 

^od la the fifth, he asaiBta tVie ca\&&e o^ Kxi^^o^ 

^Aata he supposes to be his mux^exet. \jaa!iXi> 



the indecent expressions with which many of the 
scenes abound, are so interwoven with the story, 
that it is extremely difficult to separate the one 
from the other. 

I trust, however, that I have succeeded in doing 
it, and I should not be sorry if the merit or de- 
merit of the whole work were to be decided by 
the examination of this very extraordinary play, 
as it is now printed in the Family Shakspsare. 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



ViNCENTio, Duke of Vienna. 

Angelo, lord deputy in the Duke*8 absence. 

EscALUS, an ancient lardy joined tioith Angela 

the deputation. 
Claudio, a young gentleman. 
Lucio, a Jantasttc. 
Ttjoo other like gentlemen. 
Varrius, a gentleman^ servant to the Duie. 
Provost. 

Elbow, a simple constable. 
Clown, servant to Mrs. Overdone. 
Abhorsok, an executioner. 
Barnardine, a dissolute prisoner. 
Isabella, sister to Claudto. 
Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 
Juliet, beloved by Claudio. 
Francisca, a nun. 
Mistress Overdone. 

Lordsy Gentlemen^ Guards^ Officers^ and other 

Attendants. 

Scene, Vienna. 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Duke's Pdace. 

Enter Duke, Escalus, and Lords. 

Buke. Escalus. 

&c. My lord. 

Buke. Of governments the properties to unfold^ 
Would seem m me t'affect speech and discourse, 
Since I am put to know, that your own science 
Exceeds in that the lists of all advice 
My strength can give you : Then no more remains, 
But that, to your sufficiency, as your worth is able, 
And let them work : The nature of our people. 
Our cities, institutions, and the terms 
I For common justice, y'are as preenant in 
As art and practice hath enriched any ' 
"niat we remember : There is our commission, 
From wliich, we would not have you warp ; call 

hither, 
I say, bid come before us Angelo : 
^pitSgure o£u8, think yoUy he will beai? 
^a-jroa mast know, we have with special sou\ 
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Elected him our absence to supply ; 
Lent him our terror, drest him with our love, 
And given his deputations all the organs 
Of our own power ; What think you of it ? 

Esc. If any in Vienna be of worth 
To undergo such ample grace and honour, 
It is lord Angelo. 



Enter Angelo. 

> 

Duke. Look, where he comes. 

Ang, Always obedient to your grace's will, 
I come to know your pleasure. 

Duke. Angelo, 

There is a kind of character in thy li&, 
That to th* observer, doth thv history 
Fully unfold : — Thyself, and thy belongings. 
Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 
Thyself upon thy virtues ; they on thee : 
Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do. 
Not light them for themselves: — For if our vir 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had them not: Spirits are not fii 

touch'd 
But to fine issues : nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor. 
Both thanks and use ; but I do bend m^ speed 
To one that can my part in him advertise ; 
Hold, therefore, Ajigelo : 
In our remove, be thou at full ourself ; 
Mortality and mercy in Vienna 
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Escalus, 
Though first in question, is thy secondary. 
Take thy commission. 
^»ff. ^ow, ^ood my lord, 

Let there be some more test ta«Lde o^ \xv^ taaVC 
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Before so noble and so great a figure 
Be stamp'd upon it. 

Duke. No more evasion : 

We have, with a leaven'd and prepared choice, 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours : 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition, 
That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestioned 
Matters of needful value : We shall write to you. 
As time and our concemings shall importune. 
How it goes with us, and do look to know 
What doth befall you here. So fare you well : 
To th' hopeful execution do I leave you 
Of your commissions. 

Ang. Yet, give leave, my lord. 

That we may bring you something on the way. 

Duke, My haste may not admit it ; 
Nor need you on mine honour have to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own, 
So to enforce or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems good : — Give me your 

hand, 
m privily away : I love the people. 
But do not like to stage me to their eyes : 
Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves vehement: 
Kor do I think the man of safe discretion 
That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 
Ang. The heavens give safety to your purposes. 
Esc. Lead forth, and bring you back in happi- 
ness ! [Exit. 
Duke, I thank you. — Fare you well. 
Esc, I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 
A power I have, but of what strength and nature, 
I am not yet instructed. 
Aug. 'Tis 80 with me : — Let us wVlVixJiTaw X^- 
gethen 

VOL, II. r. 
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And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 
Esc. I'll wait upon your hono 

[Exeu 



I 



SCENE II. 

A Street. 

Enter Lucio, and two Gentlemen. 

Lucio. If the Duke, with the other dukes, coi 
not to composition with the King of Hungary, wl 
then all the dukes fall upon the king. 

1^ Gent, Heaven grant us its peace ; but i 
the King of Hungary's ! 

2d Gent. Amen. 

Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonic 
pirate, that went to sea with the ten commaK 
ments, but scraped one out of the table. 

2^ Gent. Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lucio. Ay, that he razed. 

1st Gent. Why, 'twas a commandment to co 
mand the captain and all the rest from their fui 
dons ; they put forth to steal : there's not a sold 
of us all, that, in the thanksgiving before me 
doth relish the petition weU that prays for peac< 

2d Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Lucio. I believe thee ; for, I think, thou nei 
wast where grace was said. But see, where M adj 
Mitigation comes. 



Enter Mrs. Overdone. 

Overdone. There's one yonder, arrested and ci 
tied to piisoDy was worth five thousand of you al 
Js/ Gent. Who's that, I pray lYiee? 
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OvereL Marry, sir, that's Claudio, Signior Claudio. 

1^ Gent, Claudio to prison ! 'tis not so. 

Oxjerd. Nay, but I know 'tis so : I saw him ar- 
rested ; saw him carried away ; and, which is more, 
within these three days his head's to be chopped 
off. 

Lucio. But, afler all this fooling, I would not 
have it so : art thou sure of this ? 

Overdo I am too sure of it ; and it is on account 
of Madam Julietta. 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be : he promised 
to meet me two hours since ; and he was ever pre- 
cise in promise-keeping. 

2d Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something 
near to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

1^ Crent. But most of all, agreeing with the pro- 
clamation. 

Lucio. Away ; let's go learn the truth of it. 

lExeunt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Overd. Thus, nirhat with the war, what with the 
gallows, and what with poverty, I am custom- 
shrunk. How now ! what's the news with you ? 

Enter Clown. 

Choon. You have not heard of the proclamation, 
have you ? 

Overd. What proclamation, man ? 

Chaon. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must 
be pluck'd down. 

Overd. And what shall become of those in the 
city? 

Clovon. They had gone down too, but that a 
wise burgher put in for them. 

Overd. But, shall all our houses of resort in the 
suburbs be pulled down ? 

C/own, To the ground^ mistress. 

c 2 
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Overd. Why, here*s a change indeed in the com- 
monwealth : what shall become of me ? 

Clown. Come, fear not you ; good counsellors 
lack no clients. Though you change your place ; 
you need not change your trade : I'll be your 
tapster till. 

Overd, What's to do here? Thomas Tapster, 
let's withdraw. 

Clown. Here comes Signior Claudio, led by the 
provost to prison ; and there's Madame Juliet. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

The same. 

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou show me thus to 
the world. Bear me to prison, where I am com- 
mitted. 

Prov. I do it not in evil disposition, 
But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the demi-god. Authority, 
Make us pay down for our offence by weight. — 
The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, so ; yet still 'tis just. 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio ? whence comi 
this restraint ? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Luc' 
liberty : 
As surfeit is the father of much fast, 
So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint : Our natures do pursue, 
{Like rats that ravin down their proper bane,) 
A thirsty evil ; and when we dfmV, Nvt ^\^. 
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Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest^ 
I would send for certain of my creditors : And yet, 
to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of 
freedom, as the morality of imprisonment. — What's 
thy offence Claudio ? 

Claud. What, but to speak of would offend again. 
Lucio, What is it ? murder ? 
Claud. No. 

Prov. Away, sir ; you must go. 
Claud. One word, good friend : — Lucio, a word 
with you. [Takes him aside. 

Lucio. A hundred, if they'll do you any good. 
Claud. Thus stands it with me : — Upon a true 
contract, 
I got possession of Julietta's bed; 
You know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order : this we came not to. 
Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends; 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love, 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The stealth of our most mutual intercourse. 
With character too gross, is virrit on Juliet. 
Lucio. With child, perhaps ? 
Claud. Unhappily, even so. 
And the new deputy now for the duke, — 
Whether it be the rault and glimpse of newness ; 
Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 
Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur : 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 
Or in his eminence that fills it up, 
I stagger in : — But this new governor 
Awakes me all the enroiied penalties, 
^/cb have, like uDscour'd armour, huug )ay t)cv^ 
wall 
So Jong, that nineteen zodiacs have gone rowuA, 
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And none of them been worn ; and, for a name. 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 
Freshly on me : — 'tis surely, for a name. 

Lucio. I warrant, it is : and thy head stands so 
tickle on thy shoulders, that a mifk*maid, if she be 
in love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke, and 
appeal to him. 

Claud. I have done so, but he's not to be found. 
I pr'ythee, Lucio, do me this kind service ; 
This day my sister should the cloister enter. 
And there receive her approbation : 
Acquaint her with the danger of my state ; 
Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict deputy : bid herself assay him ; 
I have great hope in that : for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect. 
Such as moves men ; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse. 
And well she can persuade. 

Lticio. I pray, she may : as well for the encou- 
ragement of the like, which else would stand under 
grievous imposition; as for the enjoying of thy lite, 
who I would be. sorry should be thus foolishly lost. 
I'll to her. 

Claud. I thank you, good friend Lucio. 

Lucio. Within two liours, — 

Claud. Come, officer, away. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

A Monaster!/. 

Enter Dvk.e and Friar Thomas. 

Duke. No, holy father ; throw away that thought : 
DeJievc not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom : nvV\"^ \ ^Slwig ^^ 
To give me «ccret harbour, \vatVi a puT\ko\^e 
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More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of burning youth. 
Fri. May your grace speak of it. 

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lov'd the life removed ; 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies, 
Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps. 
I have delivered to lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture and firm abstinence,) 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me travelled to Poland ; 
For so I have strewed it in the common ear, 
And so it is received : Now, pious sir. 
You will demand of me, why I do this ? 
Fri. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting 
laws, 
(The needful bits and curbs for head-strong steeds) 
Which for these fourteen years we have let sleep ; 
Even like an o'er-grown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers 
Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch. 
Only to stick it in their children's sight, 
For terror, not to use ; in time the rod 
Becomes more mock*d than fear'd : so our decrees. 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 
The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri, It rested in your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleased : 
And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd. 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 

Sith 'twas my fault to give the people scope, 
Twould be my tyranny to strike, and gaW \\\ew\ 
For what Ibid them do ; For we bid this be ^Q\ve> 
^hen evil deeds have their permissive \^a^s> 
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And not the punishment. Therefore indeed, my 

father, 
I have on Angelo imposed the office ; 
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home, 
And yet my nature never in the siffht, 
To do it, slander : And to behold his sway, 
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order, 
Visit both prince and people ; therefore, I pr'ythce. 
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. More reasons for this action. 
At our more leisure shall I render you ; 
Only, this one : — Lord Angelo is precise ; 
Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we see. 
If power change purpose) what our seemers be. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

A Nunnery. 

Enter Isabella and Fuancisca. 

[sab. And have you nuns no further privileges? 

Fran. Are not these large enough ? 

Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sister-hood, the votarists of saint Clare. 

Lucio. Ho ! Peace be in this place ! [ Within. 

Isab. Who s that which calls? 

Fran. It is a man s voice : Gentle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of him; 
You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn : 
When you have vow*d, y ou must not s^eak with men, 
But In the presence of the pfioreftax 
Then, if you speak, you must not v^vovr >|o>»^"Mi^\ 
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Or if you show your face, you must not speak. 
He calls again ; I pray you answer him. 

[_Extt Francisca. 
Isab* Peace and prosperity ! Who is*t that calls? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be; as those cheek-roses 
Proclaim you are no less ! Can you to stead me, 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
A novice of this place, and the f^r sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 

Isab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me ask ; 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella, and his sister. 
Lucio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
you: 
Not to be weary with you, he*s in prison. 
Isab. Woe me ! For what ? 
Lucio. For that which if myself might be his 
[ judge, 

I He should receive his punishment in thanks : 
^ His friend's with child by him. 
f Isab. Sir, make me not your story. * 

Lucio. It is true. 

I hold you as a thing ensky'd, and sainted ; 
By your renouncement an immortal spirit ; 
I And to be talked with in sincerity, 

As with a saint. 
I Isab. You do blaspheme the good, in mocking mc. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth •, 
'tis thus : 
Your brother and his lover have embraced : 
Isab. My cousin Juliet ? 
Ludo. Is she your cousin ? 
Isab. Adoptedly : as school-maids change their 
names, 
% vain though apt affection. 

'Do not make a jest of we. -i In few and true >notAs, 
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Ludo. She it is. 

Isab. O, let him marry her ! 

Ludo, This is the poii 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence ; 
Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 
In hand, and hope of action : but we do learn 
l^y those that know the very nerves of state, 
riis givings out were of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon his place. 
And with full line of his authority, 
Governs lord Angelo ; a man, whose blood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense ; 
But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study and fast. 
He (to give fear to use and liberty. 
Which have, for long, run by the hideous law. 
As mice by lions,) hath pick'd out an act. 
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit! hear rests him on it ; 
And follows close the rigour of the statute. 
To make him an example : all hope is gone. 
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo : And that's my pith 
Of business 'twixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ? 

Ludo. Has censur'd ' li 

Already; and, as I hear, the provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 

Isah. Alas! what poor ability's in me 
To do him good ? 

Ludo* Assay the power you have. 

Isab. My power ! Alas ! I doubt, — 

Ludo. Our doubts are traiton 

And make us lose the good we oft might win. 
By fearing to attempt : Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens suet 

s Sentenced. 
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Men give like sods ; but when they weep and kneel, 
All their petitions are as freely theirs 
As they themselves would owe '* them. 

hob. I'll see what I can do. 

Lucio, But speedily. 

Isab. I will about it straight ; 
No longer staying but to give the mother 
Notice of my affair. I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother : soon at night 
I'll send him certain word of my success. 

Lucio, I take my leave of you. 

Isab. Good sir, adieu. 

[^Exeunt. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A HaU in Angelo'« House. 

Enter Angelo, Escalus, Provost, Officersy 
and other Attendants. 

Ang. We must not make a scare-crow of the law. 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch and not their terror. 

Escal. Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little. 
Than fiedl, and bruise to death : AJas ! this gentle- 
man, 
Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 
Let but your honour know, 
(Whom I believe to be most straight in virtue,) 
That, in the working of your own affect\ou«) 
ihd/ime coher'd with place, or place w\t\v WiAvvcv^, 

* Have. 
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Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attained the effect of your own purpos* 
Whether you had not some time in your li^ 
Err*d in this point which now you censure him, 
And puird the law upon you. 

Ang, 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to fall. I not deny, 
The jury, passing on the prisoner's life. 
May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try : What's open made t 

justice, 
That justice seizes. What know the laws. 
That thieves do pass on thieves? *Tis very preg 

nant, 
The jewel that we find, we stoop and take it, 
Because we see it; but what we do not see. 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not so extenuate his offence. 
For* I have had such faults; but rather tell me. 
When I that censure him, do so offend. 
Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 
And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 

EscaL Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang, Where is the provost '. 

Prov. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang, See that Claudic 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared : 
For that's the utmost of his pilgrimage. 

[^Exeunt Angelo and Provost 

EscaL Well, heaven forgive him; and forgive m 
all! 
Mercy is not itself that oft looks so. 
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe. 
But yet, poor Claudio ! — there's no remedy. 

IE: 

^ Because. 
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SCENE II; 

Another Room in the same. 

Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Serv. He's hearing of a cause; he will coine 
straight, 
ril tell him of you. 

Prtrv. Pray you, do. \_Exit Servant.] FlI know 
His pleasure ; may be> he will relent : 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang* Now, what's the matter, Provost ? 

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 

Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not 
order ? 
Why dost thou ask again ? 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen. 
When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ang, Go to ; let that be mine : 

Do you your office, or give up your place, 
And you shall well be spar'd. 

Prw, I crave your honour s pardon. — 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She's very near her hour. 

Ang, Dispose of her 

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Sen?. Here is the sister of the man condemii^ 
^si'res access to you, 

-^^ Hath he a sister ? 

yoL. II, j^ 
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Prov* Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maic 
And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 
If not already, 

Ang* Well, let her be admitted. 

\^Exit Servan 
See you, that Julietta be removed ; 
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means ; 
There shall be order for it. 



Enier Lucio and Isabella* 

Prtyo. Save your honour ! ZOff^ng to retir 
Aug. Stay a little while. — [Zb Isab.] You ar 

welcome : What's your will ? 
Isab, I am a woeful suitor to your honour : 

Please but your honour hear me. 

Ang. Well ; what's yt)ur suit 

Isab. There is a vice, that most I do abhor. 

And most desire should meet the blow of justice 

For which I would not plead, but that I must ; 

For which I must not plead, but that I am 

At war, 'twixt will, and will not. 

Ang. Well ; the matter 

Isao. I have a brother is condemned to die ; 

I do beseech you, let it be his fault. 

And not my brother. 
Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it 

Why, every fault's condemn'd, ere it be done : 

Mine were the very cipher of a function, 

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record. 

And let go by the actor. 

Isab, O just, but severe law! 

I had a brother then. — Heaven keep yourhonoiu 

r r% -^-*_«-^ 

Lucio. [To IsAB.1 GWe't ivol o'«t %^\ to U 
again, intreathim; 
Kneel down before \i\m, Vvaug w^otv\v\% %wrci\ 



aCEmil.] MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 23 

You are too cold : if you should need a pin. 
You could not with more tame a tongue desire it : 
To him, I say. 

Isab. Must he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Is(w. Yes; I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither Heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 

An£. I will not do't. 

Isao. But can you, if you would ? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 

Isah, But might you do't, and do the world no 
wrong? 
If so, your heart were touched with that remorse 
As mine is to him. 

Ang. He's sentenced : 'tis too late. 

Lucio. You are too cold. [ To Isabella. 

hab. Too late? why, no; I, that do speak a 
word. 
May call it back again : Well believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones 'longs. 
Not to the king's crown, nor the deputed sword. 
The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe. 
Become them with one half so good a grace. 
As mercy does. If he had been as you. 
And you as he, you would have slipt like him ; 
But he, like you, would not have been so stem. 

Ans. Fray you, begone. 

htw. I would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus ? 
No; I would tell what 'twere to be a judge. 
And what a prisoner. 

Lucio. Ay, touch him : there's the vein. [_ Aside. 

Aug. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 

Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have tooV^ 
Found out the remedy ; How would you be, 
IfAe, which is the top of judgment, sYiouXd 

D 2 
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But judge you as you are? O, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips. 
Like man new made. 

An^. Be you content, &ir maid ; 

It is the law, not I, condemns your brother : 
Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him ; — he must die to-mor- 
row. 

Isab. To-morrow ? O, that's sudden ! Spare him, 
spare him : 
He's not prepared for death ! 
Good, good my lord, bethink you : 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There's many have committed it. 

Ludo. Ay, well said. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it 
hath slept : 
Those many had not dar'd to do that evil. 
If the first man that did the edict infringe, 
Had answer'd for his deed : now, 'tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv'd. 
And so in progress to be hatch'd and born,) 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But, where they live, to end. 

Isab. Yet show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice; 
For then I pity those I do not know. 
Which a dismiss'd offence would after gall ; 
And do him right, that answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow : be content. 

Isab, So you must be the first that gives this sen- 
tence ; 
And he, that suffers : O, it is excellent 
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 
Lticio. That's vieW %«a^» 
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hab. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet, 
For every pelting*, petty officer. 
Would use his heaven for thunder; nothing but 

thunder. — 
Merciful heaven ! 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt, 
Split'st the unwedgeable and gnarled^ oak, 
Than the soft myrde ; — O, but man, proud man ! 
Drest in a little brief authority ; 
Most ignorant of what he's most assur'd, 
His glassy essence, — like an angry ape, 
Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven. 
As make the angels weep. 

Lucio. O, to him, to him, wench : he will relent ; 
He's coming I perceive't. 
Prov. Pray heaven, she win him ! 

hab. We cannot weigh our brother with your- 
self: 
Great men may jest with saints : 'tis wit in them ; 
Bat, in the less, foul profanation. 
Lucio, Thou'rt in the right, girl ; more o' that. 
hab. That in the captain's but a choleric word. 
Which in the soldier is flat blasphemy. 
Lucio. Art advis'd o' that ? more on't. 
Aug. Why do you put these sayings upon me ? 
liab. Because authority, though it err like others. 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself. 
That skins the vice o' the top : Go to your bosom ; 
Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth 

know 
That's like my brother's fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as his is, 
Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother's life. 
Ang. She speaks, and 'tis 

^ Paltry. 6 KnoltcA. 

D 3 
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Such sense, that my sense breeds with it. — Fare 
you well. 

Isab, Gentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me : — Come again to-mor- 
row. 

Jsab. Hark, how 1*11 bribe you : Good my lord, 
turn back. 

An^, How ! bribe me ? 

hob. Ay with such gifls, that heaven shall share 
with you, 

Lucio. You had marr'd all else. 

Jsab. Not with fond shekels of the tested ^ gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich or poor, 
As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 
That shall be up at heaven, and enter there, 
Ere sun-rise ; prayers from preserved ^ souls, 
From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Lucio, Well : come to me 

To-morrow. 

Lucio. Go to : it is well ; away. [^Aside to Isab. 

Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe ! 

Ang. Amen : for I 

Am that way going to temptation, [^Asitie. 

Where prayers cross. 

Isab. At what hour to-morrow 

Shall I attend your lordship ? 

An^. At any time Tore noon. 

Isao. Save your honour ! 

[ Exeunt Lucio, Isabella, and ProvosU 

Ang. From thee ; even from thy virtue ! — 

What^ this ? what's this ? Is this her fault, or mine? 
llic tempter, or the tempted, who sins most.^ ha! 
Not she ; nor doth she tempt : but it is I, 
That lying by the violet, in the sun. 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flower, 

7 Stamped. 
' Preavrviid trom the covrv\YJUot\ <j^ vW ^w\^« 
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Corrupt witli virtuous season. Can it be, 
That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman's lightness? Having waste ground 

enough, 
Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary. 
And pitch our evils there ? O, fye, fye, fye ! 
What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo ? 
0, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority. 
When judges steal themselves. What! do I love her. 
That I desire to hear her speak again, 
And feast upon her eyes ? What is*t I dream on ? 
cunning enemy, that, to Catch a saint, 
With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue ; never could the strumpet 
Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite ; — Ever, till now. 
When men were fond, I smil'd, and wonder'd how. 



SCENE III. 

A Room in a Prison. 

Enter Duke, habited like a Friary and Provost. 

Duke, Hail to you, provost ! so I think you are. 

Prov. I am the provost : What's your will, good 
friar ? 

Duke. Bound by my charity, and my bless'd 
order, 
1 come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison : do me the common right 
To let me see them ; and to make me know 
'denature of their crimes^ that 1 may m\tv\^\.^it 
^0 them accordingly. 
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Prov. I would do more than that, if more were 
needful. 



Enter Juliet. 

Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mme, 
Who falling in the flames of her own youth, 
Hath blistered her report : She is with child ; 
And he that owns it, sentenced. 

Duke. When must he die ? 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. — 
I have provided for you ; stay a while, [7b Juliet. 
And you shall be conducted. 
Duke. Repent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 
Juliet. I do ; and bear the shame most patienUy. 
Dtdce. I'll teach you how you shall arraign your 
conscience, 
And try your penitence, if it be sound, 
Or hollowly put on. 
Juliet. I'll gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wrong'd you ? 
Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman mat wrong'd 

him. 
Duke, So then, it seems, your most offenceful act 
Was mutually committed ? 
Juliet. Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than 

his. 
Juliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 
Duke. 'Tis meet so, daughter : But lest you io 
repent. 
As that the sin hath brought you to this shame, •— 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not hea^ 

ven; 
Showing, we'd not spare heaven, as we love it, 
But as we stand in fear, — 
Jtdiet. I do repent me, as \t \& dxi ^n\\\ 
And take the shame with \oy. 
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Duke. There rest. 

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 

And I am going with instruction to him. 

Grace go with you ! Benedicite ! [Exit. 

Juliet. Must die to-morrow! O, injurious love, 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror ! 

Prov. 'Tis pity of him. lExeunt. 



SCENE IV. 

A Room in Angelo'^ House, 

Enter Angelo. 

Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 
To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words ; 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue. 
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth. 
As if I did but only chew his riame ; 
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception : The state, whereon I studied. 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious ; yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride. 
Could I, with boot ^, change for an idle plume. 
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O form ! 
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming ? 

Enter Servant. 

How now, who's there ? 

Serv. One Isabel, a sister, 

Desires access to you. 

i> Profit 
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Ang. Teach her the way. [^Exit Serv. 

O heavens ! 

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart ; 
Making both it unable for itself, 
And dispossessing all the other parts 
Of necessary fitness ? 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons ; 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
By which he should revive : and even so 
The general \ subject to a well-wish'd king, 
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. 

Enter Isabella. 

How now fair maid ? 

Isab* I am come to know your pleasure. 

Ang* That you might know it, would muck 
better please me. 
Than to demand what 'tis. Your brother cannot 
live. 

Isab. Even so ? — Heaven keep your honour ! 

\_Retiring. 

Ang. Yet may he live a while ; and, it may be 
As long as you or I : Yet he must die. 

Isab* Under your sentence ? 

An^. Yea. . 

Is(io. When, I beseech you ? that in his reprieve. 
Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted, 
That his soul sicken not. 

Ang. Ha! fye, these filthy vices! It were as 
good 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness, that do coin heaven's image^ 
In stamps that are forbid. 

7sad, Tis set down so in heaven, but not in earth. 

» The people. 
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Ang, Say you so ? then I shall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather, that the most just law 
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your person to such sweet uncleanness, 
As she that he hath stain'd ? 

Isab* Sir, believe this, 

I had rather give my body than my soul. 

Ang. I talk not of your soul ; our compell'd sins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 
Isab* How say you ? 

Ang. Nay, 111 not warrant that ; for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ; — 
I, now the voice of the recorded law. 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life : 
Might there not be a charity in sin. 
To save this brother's life ? 

Isab. Please you to do't, 

FQ take it as a peril to my soul, 
It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas'd you to do't, at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poize of sin and charity. 

Isab. That I do beg his life, if it be sin. 
Heaven, let me bear it ! you granting of my suit, 
If that be sin, I'll make it my morn prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine. 
And nothing of your answer. 

Ang. Nay, but hear me : 

Your sense pursues not mine : either you are igno- 
rant, 
Or seem so, craftily ; and that's not good. 

liob. Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright, 
When it doth tax itself: as these black masks 
IVoclaim an enshield ^ beauty ten times louder 
"flian beauty could displayed. — But mark me ; 
To be received plain, Fll speak more gio^^ \ 
your brother is to die. 

- Covered. 
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Isab. So. 

Ang. And his o£Pence is so, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 
Isab. True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to save his life, 
(As I subscribe not that, nor any other. 
But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister, 
Finding yourself desir'd of such a person, ^ 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-binding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your person 
To this supposed, or else let him sufier ; 
What would you do ? 

Isab. As much for my poor brother as myself: 
That is, were I under the terms of death. 
The impression of keen whips I'd wear as rubiei 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere Fd yield 
My honor up to shame. 

An^. Then must your brother d 

Isao. And 'twere the cheaper way : 
Better it were, a brother died at once. 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him. 
Should die for ever. 

Ang, Were not you then as cruel as the senten 
That you have slander' d so ? 
i"^ Isab» Ignomy in ransom, and free pardon. 

Are of two houses : lawful mercy is 
Nothing akin to foul redemption. 

Ang. You seem'd of late to make the law a tyra 
And rather prov'd the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 
I^ij Isab. O, pardon me, my lord , it oft falls out, 

To have what we'd have, we speak not what 
mean : 
/ something do excuse t\\c iWwv^ WwaXxi, 
For his advantage that I dear\y \vi>ivi. 



f 

ill 



CRNB IV.3 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 33 

An£. We are all frail. 

IsMf. Else let my brother die, 

[foot a feodary^, but only he, 
Owe *f and succeed by weakness, 

Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 

Is(w. Ay, as the glasses where they view them- 
selves ; 
Which «are as easy broke as they make fr)rms. 
Women ! — Help heaven ! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are soft as our complexions are. 
And credulous to false prints. ^ 

Ang, I think it well : 

And trom this testimony of your own sex, 
(Since, I supposb, we are made to be no stronger 
Than faults may shake our frames,) let me be bold ; 
1 do arrest your words ; be that you are, 
TTiat is, a woman ; if you be more, you're none ; 
If you be one, (as you are well expressed 
By all external warrants,) show it now. 
By putting on the destin'd livery. 

Isab. I nave no tongue but one : gentle my lord. 
Let me entreat you, speak the former language. 

Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 

/m2. My brother did love Juliet; and you tell me. 
That he shall die for it. 

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 

Ism, I know your virtue hath a licence in't. 
Which seems a little fouler than it is. 
To pluck on others. 

Aug, Believe me, on mine honour. 

My words express my purpose. 

Isab, Ha ! little honour to be much believed, 
And most pernicious purpose ! — Seeming, seeming! 
1 will proclaim thee. Angel o ; look for't : 
&gn me a present pardon for my brother, 
Or, with an outstretched throat, Til tell the >NOtV^ 
Alowdf, what man thoii art. 

^ Associate, •* Own, J> Imptcssvotv*. 

VOL. II, j^ 
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Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel 

My unsoird name, the austereness of my life. 
My vouch against you, and my place i'the state, 
Will so your accusation overweigh, 
That you shall stifle in your own report,' 
And smell of calumny. I have begun ; 
And now I give my sensual race the rein : 
Lay by all nicety; redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy person to my will ; 
Or else he must not only die the death, 
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance : answer me to-morrow, 
Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 
ril prove a tyrant to him : As for you. 
Say what you can, my false o'erweighs your true. 

lEat 

hah. To whom shall I complain ? Did I tell this 
Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths. 
That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof ! 
Bidding the law make court sy to their will ; 
Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 
To follow as it draws ! V\\ to my brother : 
Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood, 
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 
That had he twenty heads to tender ^own 
On twenty bloody blocks, he*d yield them up, 
Before his sister should her person stoop 
To such abhorred pollution. 
Then, Isabel, live chaste, cmd, brother, die : 
More than our brother is our chastity. 
1*11 tell him yet of Angelo*s request. 
And fit his mind to death, for nis soul's rest. [^EsM* 
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ACT THE THIRD. 
SCENE L A Room in the Prison, 

Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 

Angelo ? 
Claud. The miserable have no other medicine, 
lut only hope : 

have hope to live, and am prepar*d to die. 
Duke. Be absolute for death; either death, or 

life, 
hall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with 

life, - 
r I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
"hat none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skiey influences,) 
liat dost this habitation, where thou keep'st, 
[ourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool ; 
'or him thou labour'st by thy fl^ht to shun, 
Lnd yet run'st toward him still: 'tnow art not noble; 
^or ul the accommodations that thou bear*st, 
Lre nurs'd by baseness : Thou art by no means 

valiant; 
'OT thou dost fear the soil and tender fork 
)f a poor worm: Thy best of rest is sleep, 
\nd that thou oft provok'st ; yet grossly fear'st 
rhy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself; 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust : Happy thou art not : 
For what thou hast not, still thou striv*st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forget'st: Thou art not 

certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effeel^^, 
^fter the moon : If thou art rich, thou atl ^oot % 

^ AHects, affections. 
E 2 
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For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 
Thou bear'st thy heavy riches but a journey. 
And death unloads thee : Friend hast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 
The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 
Do curse the gout, serpigo ^, and the rheum. 
For ending thee no sooner : Thou hast nor youth, 

nor age ; 
But, as it were, an af^er-dinner's sleep. 
Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld; and when thou art old, and rich, 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty. 
To make thy riches pleasant. What*s yet in this, 
That bears the name of life ? Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear. 
That makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you* 

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ; 
And seeking death, find life : Let it come on. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab. What, ho! Peace here; grace and good 

company ! 
Prov. Who's there ? come in : the wish deserves 

a welcome. 
Duke. Dear sir, ere long FU visit you again. 
Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you. 
Isab. My business is a word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here*s 

your sister. 
Duke. I^rovost, a word with you. 
Prov. As many as you please. 

Duke. Bring them to speak, where I may be con* 

ceal'd, 
Yet hear them. ^Exeunt liv^iw^ aud^twc^irt* 

7 licprovw eTup\Aows. 
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Claud* Now, sister, what's the comfort ? 

Isab. Why, as all comferts are ; most good in 
deed : 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, 
Intends you for his swift embassador. 
Where you shall be an everlasting leiger ^ : 
Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Isab. None, but such remedy, as to save a head, 
To cleave a heart in twain. 

Claud. But is there any ? 

I$ab. Yes, brother, you may live ; 
There is a devilish mercy in the judge, 
If youll implore it, that will free your life. 
But fetter you till death. 

Claud. Perpetual durance ? 

Isab. Ay, just, perpetual durance; a restraint. 
Though all the world's vastidity you had. 
To a determin'd scope. 

Claud. But in what nature ? 

hah. In such a one as (you consenting to't) 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear. 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. • Let me know the point. 

hob. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake. 
Lest thou a feverous life should'st entertain. 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension ; 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon. 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As idien a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame ? 

Hiink vou I can a resolution fetch 
Firom flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 
I idU encounter darkness as a bride, 
And bag it in mine arms. 

* Resident. 
E 3 
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Isab. There spake my brother ; there my father s 
grave 
Did utter forth a voice ! Yes, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy,-— 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips vouth i'the head, and follies doth enmew, 
As falcon doth the fowl, — is yet a devil ; 

Claud. The princely Angelo? 

Isab^ O, *tis the cunning livery of hell. 
The vilest body to invest and cover 
In princely guards ! Dost thou think, Claudio, 
If I would yield him my virginity, 
Thou might'st be freed ? 

Claud, O, heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this rank 
offence, 
So to offend him still : This night's the time, 
That I should do what I abhor to name. 
Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou shalt not do*t. 

Isab. O, were it but my life, 
rd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Claud Thanks, dear Isabel. 

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to- 
morrow. 

Claud. Yes. — Has he affections in him. 
That thus can make him bite the law by the nose, 
When he would force it ? Sure it is no sin ; 
Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

Isab. Which is the least ? 

Claud, If it were damnable, he, being so wise, 
Why, would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fin'd ? — O Isabel I 

Isab. What says my brother ? 

C/aud. Death vs a fearful thing. 

Isa6. And shamed life a ha.let\x\. 
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Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not 
where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot : 
This sensible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 
To be imprisoned in the viewless winds, 
And blown with restless violence round about 
Tlie pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling — 'tis too horrible ! 
The weariest and most loathed wordly life, 
Thaljage, ach, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To wlmt we fear of death. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother's life. 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far. 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Isab. O, faithless coward ! O, dishonest wretch ! 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 
]s*t not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister s shame ? 
Take my defiance : 

Die ; perish ! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed : 
ril pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
No word to save thee. 

Claud. Nay, Hear me, Isabel. 

Isab. O, fye, fye, fye ! 

Thy sin's not accidental, but a trade : 
'Tig best that thou diest quickly. [Going. 

Claud. O hear me, Isabella. 
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Re-enter Duke. 

Duke. Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one 
word. 

hob. What is your will ? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure, I 
would by and by have some speech with you : the 
satisfaction I would require, is likewise your own 
benefit. 

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure ; my stay 
must be stolen out of other affiurs ; but I will attend 
you a while. 

Duke. [ To Claudio, aside.'] Son, I have over- 
beard what hath past between you and your sister. 
Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her ; onlv 
he hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise his 
Judgment with the disposition of natures: she, 
having the truth of honour in her, hath made him 
that gracious denial which he is most glad to re- 
ceive : I am confessor to Angelo, and I know this 
to be true ; therefore prepare yourself to death : 
Do not satisfy your resolution with hopes that are 
fallible : to-morrow you must die ; go to your knees, 
and make ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so 
out of love with life, that I will sue to be rid of it* 

Duke. Hold you there ; FarcweU. 

[^Exit Cl AUDIO. 

Re-enter Provost. 

R'ovost, a word with you. 
Prov. What's your will, father ? 
Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone : 
Leave me a while with the maid ; my mind promises 
with my habit, no loss shall touch her by my com- 
pany. 
^rov. In good time \^Exii '^tw^ix 
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Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath 
made you good: the goodness tliat is cheap in 
beauty, makes beauty brief in goodness : but grace, 
being the soul of your complexion, should keep the 
body of it ever fair. The assault, that Angelo hath 
made to you, fortune hath convey'd to my under- 
standing ; and, but that frailty hath examples for 
his fallmg, I should wonder at Angelo. How 
would you do to content this substitute, and to 
save your brother. 

luib. I am now going to resolve him: I had 
rather my brother die by the law, than my son 
should be unlawfully born. But O, how much is 
the good duke deceived in Angelo ! If ever he 
return, and I can speak to him, I will open my lips 
in vain, or discover his government. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss : Yet, as the 
matter now stands, he will avoid your accusation ; 
he made trial of you only. — Therefore, fasten your 
ear on my advismgs : to the love I have in doing 
good, a remedy presents itself. I do make myself 
believe, that you may most uprighteously do a 
poor wronged lady a merited benefit ; redeem your 
brother from the angry law ; do no stain to your 
own gracious person ; and much please the absent 
duke, if peradventure, he shall ever return to have 
hearing of this business. 

Isab. Let me hear you speak further; I have 
spirit to do any thing that appears not foul in the 
truth of my spirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never fear- 
ful. Have you not heard speak of Mariana the 
sister of Frederick, the great soldier, who miscar^ 
ried at sea ? 

hab. I have heard of the lady, and go6d words 
went with her name. 

Duke. Her should this Angelo have t{\iaxT\e^\ 
was a/Sanccil to her by oath, and the t\\i\>\A«\ «^- 
lo/nted: between which time of the cotvUblcX.^ «ew^ 
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limit of the solemnity, her brother Frederick was 
wrecked at sea, having in that perish*d vessel the 
dowry of his sister. But mark, how heavily this 
befel to the poor gentlewoman : there she lost a 
noble and renowned brother in his love toward heic 
ever most kind and natural ; with him the portion 
and sinew of her fortune, her marriage-dowry; 
with both, her combinate ^ husband this well seem^ 
ing Angelo. 

Isab, Can this be so ? Did Angelo so leave her? 

Duke, Left her in her tears, and dry'd not one of 
them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending in her discoveries of dishonour : in few, 
bestowed ner on her own lamentation, which she 
yet wears for his sake; and he a marble to her 
tears, is washed with them, but relents not* 

Isab. What a merit were it in death, to take this 

Eoor maid from the world ! What corruption in this 
fe, that it will let this man live ! — but how out of 
this can she avail ? 

Dvke. It is a rupture that you may easily heal : 
and the cure of it not only saves your brother, but 
keeps you from dishonour in doing it. 

Isab. Show me how, good father. 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her the 
continuance of her first affection; his unjust un- 
kindness, that in all reason should have quenched 
her love, hath, like an impediment in the current, 
made it more violent and unruly. Go you to 
Angelo ; answer his requiring with a plausible obe- 
dience ; agree with his demands to the point : only 
refer yourself to this advantage, — first, that your 
stay with him may not be long : that the time may 
have all shadow and silence in it ; and the place 
answer to convenience : this being granted in course, 
now follows all. We shall advise this wronged maid 
to stead up your appointment, go in your place ; if 

9 BetrotVied. 
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the encounter acknowledge itself hereafter^ it may 
compel him to her recompense : and here, by this, 
is your brother saved, your honour untainted, the 
poor Mariana advantajsed, and the corrupt deputy 
scaled ^ The maid wUl I frame, and make fit for 
his attempt. If you think well to carry this as you 
may, the doubleness of the benefit defends the de* 
oeit from reproof. What think you of it ? 

Isab. The image of it gives me content already ; 
and I trust it will grow to a most prosperous per- 
fection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up : Haste 
^ou speedily to Angelo ; if for this night he entreat 
]rou to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I 
trill presently to St. Luke's ; there, at the moated 
grange, resides this dejected Mariana: At that 
place call upon me ; and despatch with Angelo, 
that it may be quickly. 

Isab. 1 thank you for this comfort : Fare you well, 
good father. lExeunt severally. 



SCENE II. 

The Street before the Prison. 

Enter Duke, as a Friar; to him Elbow, Clown, 

and Officers. 

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
jTOu wiU needs buy and sell men and women like 
beasta, we shall have all the world drink brown and 
wrhite bastard. ^ 

Duke. O, heavens ! what stuff is here ? 

Clo. 'Twas never merry world, since, of two 
usuries, the merriest was put down, and the worser 
allowed by order of law a furr'd gown to kee^ him. 

f Ovei^reached, « A sweet nivi». 
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warm ; and furr'd with fox and lamb-skins tooy to 
signify, that craft, being richer than innocency, 
stands for the facing. 

Elb» Come your way, sir; — Bless you, good 
father friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father : What of- 
fence hath this man made you, sir ? 

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law ; and, 
sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir : for we haYe 
found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which we 
have sent to the deputy. 

Duke. Fye, sirrah. 
Take him to prison, officer; 
Correction and instruction must both work. 
Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir; he hai 
given him warning. 

Duke. That we were all, as some would seem to 
be. 
Free from our faults, as faults from seeming, free ! 

Enter Lucio. 

Elb. His neck will come to your waist, a cord, 

sir. 
Clo. I spy comfort ; I cry bail : Here's a gentle- 
man, and a friend of mine. 

Lucio. How now, noble Pompey ? What, at the 
heels of Caesar ? Art thou led in triumph ? Art 
going to prison, Pompey ? 
Ch. Yes, faith, sir. 

Lucio. Why, 'tis not amiss, Pompey: Farewell: 
Go ; say, I sent thee thither. 

Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will be mj 
baiL 
Lticio. No, indeed, w\\\ 1 ivot, Pompey ; it is not 
the wear. I will pray, Pompey, Vo Xtvcx^^Si^ ^wbl 
bondage: if you take It uoX \>«LUeti\\>}^ viV^j, ^w^ 
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mettle is the more : Adieu, trusty Pompey. — Bless ' 
you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Luoio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey ? Ha ? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Clo. You wdl not bail me then, sir? 

Ludo. Then, Pompey ? nor now. — What news 
abroad, friar ? What news ? 

JSK. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Ludo. Go, — to kennel, Pompey, go : 

[^Exeunt Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, fnar, of the duke? 

Duke. I know none : Can you tell me of any ? 

Ludo, Some say, he is with the emperor of 
Russia ; other some, he is in Rome : But where is 
he, think you ? 

Duke. I know not where : But wheresoever, I 
wish him well. 

Ludo. It was a mad fantastical trick of him, to 
steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he was 
never bom to. Lord Angel o dukes it well in his 
absence ; he puts transgression to*t. 

Duke. He does well m*t. 

Ludo. A little more lenity to wenching would 
do no harm in him : something too crabbed that 
way, friar. 

Duke. Tt is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Ludo. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well ally*d. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir ; and speak apace. 

Ludo. Why, what a ruthless thing is it in An- 
g^lo to take away the life of a man thus ? Would 
me duke, that is absent, have done this ? He knew 
the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much de- 
tected for women ; he was not incYme(SL v!t\«X^V3« 

Zudo. O, sir, you are deceived. 
ZhUiff, "Us not possible. 

VOL, II. ^ 
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Lucio, Who? not the duke? yes, your beggar 
of fifty ; — and his use was, to put a ducat in her 
clack-dish ^ : the duke had crotchets in him : He 
would be drunk too ; that let me inform you. 

Duie. You do him wrong^^ surely. 

Ludo, Sir, I was ap inward of his : A shy fellow 
was the duke : and, 1 believe, I know the cause of 
his withdrawing. 

Duke, What, I pr'ythee, might be the cause ? 

Ludo. No, — pardon; — 'tis a secret must be 
lock'd within the teeth and the lips : but this I can 
let you understand, — The greater file of the sub- 
ject held the duke to be wise. 

Duke. Wise ? why, no question but he was. 

Lucio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke, Either this is envy in you, folly, or mis- 
taking ; the very stream of his life, and the business 
he hath helmed \ must, upon a warranted need, give 
him a better proclamation. Let him be but testi- 
monied in his own bringings forth, and he shall 
appear to the envious, a scholar, a statesman, and a 
soldier: Therefore, you speak unskilfully ; or, tf 
your knowledge be more, it is much darken'd in 
your malice. 

Lucio, Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke, Love talks with better knowledge, and 
knowledge with dearer love. 

Lucio, Come, sir, I know wHat I know. 

Duke, I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return, 
(as our prayers are he may,) let me desire you to 
make your answer before him : If it be honest yon 
have spoke, you have courage to maintain it : I am 

^ Chdk'dith: The beggars, two or three centuries J^» 
used to proclaim their wantVn t^ ^cK»deci ^ooS^^wlh. a 
moveable cover, w^ch they clacked, to ^«« ^dBni ^dun 
r«we/ was empty. ^ C3\&ddcd« 
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bound to call upon you ; and I pray you, your 
name? 

Lucio, Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to 
the duke. 

Duke. He shall know you better, sir, if I may 
live to report you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O, you hope the duke will return no more ; 
or you imagine me too unhurtful an opposite. But, 
indeed, I can do you little harm : you'll forswear 
this again. 

Lucio. Ill be hang'd first: thou art deceived in 
me, friar. But no more of this : I would, the duke, 
we talk of, were retum'd again: this agent will 
unpeople the province. Farewell, good friar: I 
pr'ythee, pray for me. The duke, I say to thee 
again, would eat mutton on Fridays : say, that I 
said so. Farewell. [ExiU 

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality 
Can censure 'scape ; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes : What king so strong, 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 

Elder Escalus, Provost, Overdone, and Officers. 

Escal. Cro, away with her to prison. 

Over. Good my lord, be good to me; your honour 
is accounted a merciful man : good my lord. 

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still 
forfeit^ in the same kind ! This would make mercy 
swear, and play the tyrant. — Away with her to 
prison : Go to ; no more words. [^Exeunt Overdone 
and Officers.] Provost, my brother Angelo will not 
be alter'd ; Claudio must die to-morrow : let him 
be furnished with divines, and have all charitable 
preparation : if my brother wrought b'j tk^ "^Sx^j ^\\. 
should not be so with him. 

' Transgress. 

F 2 
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Prw. So please yoUy this friar hath been withhill^ 
and advised him for the entertainment of death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

Escal. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is 
now 
To use it for my time : I am a brother 
Of gracious order, late come from the see. 
In special business from his holiness. 

EscaL What news abroad i' the world ? 

Duke* None, but that there is so great a fever on 
goodness, Uiat the dissolution of it must cure it: 
novelty is only in request ; and it is as dangerous to 
be aged in any kind of course, as it is virtuous to be 
constant in any undertaking. There is'scarce truth 
enough alive, to make societies secure; but security 
enoueh, to make fellowships accurs'd : much upoD 
this riddle runs the wisdom of the world. This newt 
is old enough, yet it is every day's news. I praj 
you, sir, of what disposition was the duke ? 

EscaL One, that, above all other strifes, cod- 
tended especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ? 

Escal. Rather rejoicing to see another merry, 
than merry at any thing which profess'd to maxe 
him rejoice : a gentleman of all temperance. But 
leave we him to his events, with a prayer they may 
prove prosperous : and let me desire to know how 
you find Claudio prepared. I am made to under- 
stand, that you have lent him visitation; 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister 

measure from his judge, but most willingly humbles 

himself to the determination of justice: yet had be 

framed to himself, by the instruction of his frailty, 

many deceiving promises of life ; which I, by my 

gooa leisure, have discrediled to hlm^ and now is he 

resolved to die. 

£sca/. Xou have paid tVie View ei«^ ova Ixwieoss^ 
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and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have laboured for the poor gentleman, to the ex- 
tremest shore of my modesty ; but my brother jus- 
tice have I found so severe, that he hath forced me 
to tell him, he is indeed — justice. 

Duke, If his own life answer the straitness of his 
proceeding, it shall become him well ; wherein, if 
he chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself. 

Escal. I am going to visit the prisoner : Fare you 
well. 

Duke. Peace be with you ! 

[^Exeunt Escalus and Provost. 
He, who the sword of heaven will bear. 
Should be as holv as severe ; 
F^tem in himself to know, 
Grace to stand, and virtue go ; 
More nor less to others paying, 
Than by self-offences weighing. 
Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 
To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 
0, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward side ! 
How may likeness, made in crimes. 
Making practice on the times. 
Draw with idle spiders' strings 
Most pond'rous and substantial things ! 
Craffc against vice I must apply : 
With Angelo to-night shall lie 
His old betrothed, but despised ; 
So disguise shall, by the disguis'd. 
Pity with falsehood false exacting, 
And perform an old contracting. {Exit, 
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ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 

A Room in Mariana'^ House. 
Mariana discovered sitting ; a Boy singing. 

SONG. 

Take, oh take those lips atoay^ 

That so snjoeetly xjoere for sworn ; 
And those eyes^ the break ofday^ 

Lights that do mislead the mom : 
But my kisses bring again, 

bring again. 
Seals of love, but seaFd'in vain, 

seaTd in vain. 

Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee qu 
away; 
Here comes a man of comfort;, whose advice 
Hath often stilFd my brawling discontent. — 

iExitl 

Enter Duke. 

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical : 
Let me excuse me, and believe me so, — 
My mirth it much displeas'd, but pleas'd my w 
Duke. 'Tis good : though music ofl hath sw 
charm, 
To make bad good, and good \>toNoV^ \,q Vivrao 
I pray youy teil me, hath anybod'^ cuc^t^^ 
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here to-day ? much upon this time have I promised 
here to meet. 

Mart. You have not been enquired after: I 
have sat here all day. 

Enter Isabella. 

Duke, I do constantly believe you : — The time 
is come, even now. I shall crave your forbearance 
a little ; may be, I will call upon you anon, for 
some advantage to yourself. 

Mari, I am always bound to you. [^Exit* 

Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 
What is the news from this good deputy ? 

Isab. He hath a garden circummur'd ^ with brick, 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd ; 
And to that vineyard is a planched ^ gate. 
That makes his opening with this bigger key : 
This other doth command a little door. 
Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promise to call on him, 
Upon the heavy middle of the night. 

Duke* But shall you on your knowledge find this 
way? 

Isab. J have ta'en a due and wary note upon't ; 
With whispering and most guilty diligence, 
hi action all of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o'er. 

Duke. Are there no other tokens 

Between you 'greed, concerning her observance ? 

Istib. No, none, but only a repair i' the dark ; 
And that I have possessed him, my most stay 
Can be but brief: for I have made him know, 
I have a servant comes with me along. 
That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is, 
I come &out my brother. 

Dukei 'Tis weW boTive \i^« 

^ Walled round. 7 Plai^ked, viooOi^tv, 
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I have not yet made known to Mariana 

A word of this : — What, ho ! within ! come forth I 

Re-enter Mariana. 

I pray you, be acquainted with this maid ; 
She comes to do you good. 
Isab, I do desire the like. 

Dttke. Do you persuade yourself that I respect 

you? 
Mart. Good friar^ I know you do; and have 

found it. 
Duke. Take then this your companion by the 
hand, 
Who hath a story ready for your ear : 
I shall attend your leisure ; but make haste ; 
The vaporous night approaches. 

Mari. WilFt please you walk aside ? 

JiExeunt Mariana and Isabella. 
Duke. O place and greatness, millions of fidse 
eyes 
Are stuck upon thee ! volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests^ 
Upon thy doings ! thousand 'scapes ^ of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
And rack thee in their fancies ! — Welcome ! How 
agreed ? 

Be-enter Mariana ajul Isabella. 

Isab. Shell take the enterprise upon her, fiuhef) 
If you advise it. 

Duke. It is not my consent. 

But my intreaty too. 

Isab. Little have you to say, 

When you depart from him, but, soft and low, 
Bemember noto my brother. 

» Inquisitions, mqmric%. ^ ^s»fiifi«*. 
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Mari. Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all : 
He is your husband on a pre-contrkct : 
To bring you thus together, 'Us no sin ; 
Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish ^ the deceit. Come, let us go ; 
Our corn's to reap, for yet our tithe's ^ to sow. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

A Room in the Prison. 

Enter Provost and Clown. 

Prov. Come hither, sirrah: Can you cut off a 
man's head ? 

Go, If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can : but if 
he be a married man, he is his wife's head, and I 
can never cut off a woman's head. 

Prov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning are 
to die Claudio and Barnardine : here is in our pri- 
son a common executioner, who in his office lacks 
a helper : if you will take it on you to assist him, 
it shfidl redeem vou from your gyves*; if not, you 
shall have your nill time of imprisonment, and your 
deliverance with an unpitied whipping. 

Clo» Sir, I will be content to be a lawful hang- 
nian. I would be glad to receive some instruction 
from my fellow-partner. 

Prao. What ho, Abhorson ! Where's Abhorson, 
there? 

Enter Abhorson. 
Aikor, Do you call, sir ? 

I ' Gild, or varnish over. 

« TUtb, bmd prepared for sowing. ^ YeXUis. 
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Prov, Sirrah, here's a fellow will help you to* 
morrow in your execution : If you think it meet, 
compound with him by the year, and let him abide 
here mth you ; if not, use him for the present, and 
dismiss him. 

Abhor, Fye upon him, he will discredit our niji- 
tery.* 

Prov. Go to, sir ; you weigh equally ; a feather 
will turn the scale. [^EiiL 

Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely» 
sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
hanging look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a 
mystery ? 

Abhor. Ajr, sir ; a mystery. 

Go. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mysterjr, 
but what mystery there should be in hanging, if I 
should be hang*d, I cannot imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery. 

Clo. Proof. 

Abhor. Every true man's apparel fits your thief: 
if it be too little for your thief, your true umb 
thinks it big enough; if it be too big for year 
thief, your thief thinks it little enough : so entf 
true man's apparel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I ¥nll serve him; for I do find, yoor 
hangman is a penitent trade; he doth often wk 
forgiveness. 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and year 
axe, to-morrow, four o'clock. 

Abhor. Come on; I will instruct thee in mj 
trade; follow. 

do. I do desire to learn, sir ; and, I hope, if yoa 
have occasion to use me for ^ovlt own turn, yea 

* Trade. 
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shall find me yare'^ : for truly, sir, for your kindness, 
I owe you a good turn. 
Prov. Call hither Bamardine and Claudio : 

[^Exeunt Clown and Abhorsox. 
One has my pity ; not a lot the other. 
Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 

Enter Claudio. 

Look, here's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where's Bar- 
nardine? 
Qaud. As fast lock'd up in sleep, as guiltless la- 
bour 
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones : 
He will not wake. 

Prov, Who can do ffood on him ? 

Well, go, prepare yourself. But hark, what noise? 

[^Knocking toithin. 
Heaven give your spirits comfort ! lExit Claudio. 

By and by : — 
I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve, 
For this most gentle Claudio. — Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke* The best and wholesomest spirits of the 

m'ght 
Envelope you, good Provost ! Who call'd here of 

late? 
Prtw. None, since the curfew rung. 
Duke. Not Isabel ? 

. Proo. No. 
Duke. They will then, ere't be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ? 
Duke. There's some vTi\io^e< 

*ttmdy. 
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Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Diike. Not so, not so ; his life is parallel'd 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice ; 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power 
To qualify in others : were he meal'd^ 
With that which he corrects, then were he tyma 

nous; 
But this being so, he*s just. — Now are they come 
[^Knocking within. — Provost goes (mi 
This is a gentle provost : Seldom, when 
The steeFd gaoler is the friend of men. — 
How now? What noise? That spirit's possessV 

with haste. 
That wounds the unsisting postern vnth these strokes 

Provost returns^ speaking to one at the door* 

Prov. There he must stay until the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call'd up. 

Duhe. Have you no countermand for Claudioyety 
But he must die to-morrow ? 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning. Provost, as it is, 
You shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily 7, 

You something know ; yet, I believe there comes 
No countermand; no such example have we: 
Besides, upon the very siege ^ of justice. 
Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess'd the contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Duke. This is his lordship's man. 

Prov. And here comes Claudio's pardon. 

Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; and by 

« Defiled. 7 PetWp*. ^ ^^^^.« 
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me this further charge, that you swerve not from 
the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or 
other circumstance. Good morrow ; for, as I take 
it, it is almost day. 

Pmv. I shall obey him. \^ExU Messenger. 

Duke* This is his pardon ; purchas'd by such sin, 

[^ Aside* 
For which the pardoner himself is in : 
Hence hath ofience his quick celerity, 
When it is borne in high authority : 
When vice makes mercy, mercy's so extended, 
That for the fault's love, is the offender friended.^* 
Now, air, what news ? 

Prov* I told you : Lord Angelo, belike, thinking 
me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this un- 
wonted putting on: niethinks, strangely; for he 
hath not used it before. 

Duke. Pray you, let's hear. 

Prtn. [Keacb.] JVhatsoeoer you may hear to the 
contrary^ let Claudio be executed by Jour of the clock; 
audi i* the aflemooHy Barnardtne: Jbr my better 
saHsfadton^ let me have Claudio s head sent me by 
Jive. Let this be duly performed; toith a thought^ 
that more depends on tt than xve must vet dehver. 
Thus Jail not to do your qficcy as you torn answer it 
at your peril. 
What say you to this, sir ? 

Duie. What is that Barnardine, who is to be 
executed in the afternoon ? 

Prov. A Bohemian born; but here nursed up 
and bred : one that is a prisoner nine years old.^ 

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had 
not either delivered him to his liberty, or exe- 
cuted him ? I have heard, it was ever his mamicr 
to do so. 

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for 
him : And, indeed, his fact, tiW uoyt \tv \^^ \|f>N^\w- 

■' Nine vcars lu vmot\. 

vol. II. ' p^ 
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ment of Lord Angelo, came not to an undoubtfol 
proof. 

Duke. Is it now apparent ? 

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in prison? 
How seems he to be touch'd ? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more, 
dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep ; careless, reck- 
less, and fearless of what's past, present, or to come; 
insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal* 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He will hear none : he hath evermore bad 
the liberty of the prison ; give him leave to escape 
hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if 
not many days entirely drunk. We have very 
often awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, 
and showed him a seeming warrant for it : it hath 
not moved him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in 
your brow, Provost, honesty and constancy : if I 
read it not truly, my ancient skill beguiles me ; but 
in the boldness of my cunning, I will lay myself in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here you have a warrant 
to execute, is no greater for^it to the law than 
Angelo who hath sentenced him: To make you 
understand this in a manifested effect, I crave but 
four days' respite ; for the which you are to do me 
both a present and a dangerous courtesy. 

Prov. Pray, sir, in what ? 

Duke. In the delaying death. 

Prov. Alack ! how may I do it ? having the 
hour limited ; and an express command, under 
penalty, to deliver his head in the view of Angelo? 
I may make my case as Claudio's, to cross this in 
the smallest. 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, 
if my iDstructioTiB may be your guide. Let tfaii 
Barnardine he this morning executed)«xi^V\&\«iiL 
borne to Angelo. 
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Prov, Angelo hath seen them both, and mil dis- 
cover the favour. ' 

Duke, O, death's a great disguiser: and you 
may add to it. Shave the head, and tie the beard ; 
and say, it was the desire of the penitent to be so 
bared before his death : you know, the course is 
common. If any thing fall to you upon this, more 
than thanks and good fortune, by the saint whom I 
profess, I will plead against it with my life. 

Prov, Pardon me, good father ; it is against my 
oath. 

Duke* Were you sworn to the duke, or to the 
deputy ? 

Prov. To him, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, 
if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ? 

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet 
since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, in- 
tegrity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt 
you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck all 
fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand 
and seal of the duke. You know the character, I 
doubt not ; and the signet is not strange to you. 

Prov. I know them both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the 
duke ; you shall anon over- read it at your pleasure ; 
where you shall find, within these two days he will 
be here. This is a thing that Angelo knows not : 
for he this very day receives letters of strange 
tenor ; perchance of the duke's death ; perchance, 
entering into some monastery ; but, by chance, 
nothing of what is writ. Look, the unfolding star 
calls up the shepherd : put not yourself into amaze- 
ment, how these things should be : all difficulties 
are but easy when they are known. Call your 
executioner, and off with BarnaTd\ive*%Vv^^<\\ \V^ 

' Countenance. 
G 2 
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give him a present shrifl, and advise him for a bet 
ter place. Yet you are amazed: but this shall 
absolutely resolve you. Come away, it is almosi 
clear dawn. [JSapntnl. 



SCENE III. 

Another Room in the same. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. I am as well acquainted here, si I was in 
our house of profession : one would think, it were 
mistress Overdone's own house, for here be maoy 
of her old customers. 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither. 

Clo. Master Barnardine ! you must rise and be 
hang'd, master Barnardine ! 

Abhor, What, ho, Bamardine ! 

Bamar. [Within^ A plague o* your throats! 
Who makes that noise there ? What are you ? 

Clo. Your friends, sir ; the hangmen : You mast 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 

Bamar. [^ Within.'] Away, you rogue, away; I 
am sleepy. 

Abhor, Tell him, he must awake, and that quicklj 
too. 

Clo. Pray, master Bamardine, awake till you are 
executed, and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear Ui 
straw rustle. 

Enter BAKHiAiiDi^E. 
Abhor. Is the axe upon lYveYAocV, wmBcv'^ 
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Cfo. Very ready, sir. 

Bamar. How now, Abhorson ? what's the news 
tnth you ? 

Abhor* Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap 
into your prayers: for, look you, the warrant's 
come. 

Bamar. You rogue, I have been drinking all 
night ; I am not fitted for't. 

Clo. O, the better, sir; for he that drinks all 
night, and is hang'd betimes in the morning, may 
sleep the sounder all the next day. 

■ 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly 
father : Do we jest now, think you ? 

Duke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing 
how hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise 
you, comfort you, and pray with you. 

Bamar. Friar, not I ; I have been drinking hard 
all night, and I will have more time to prepare me, 
or they shall beat out my brains with billets : I will 
not consent to die this day, that's certain. 

Buke. O, sir, you must : and therefore, I beseech 
you. 
Look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Bamar. I swear, I will not die to-day for any 
man's persuasion. 

Bute. But hear you 

Bamar. Not a word ; if you have any thing to 
say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not 
I to day. " \^Exit. 

Enter Provost. 

Buke. Unfit to live, or die : O, gravel heart I — 
After him, fellows ; bring him to the YAocV, 

[Exeunt Abhorso^ and CXo^xv, 
/>w. Now, sir, how do you ftnd t\\e ptX^otiet'^ 

G 3 
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Duke. A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for d> 
And, to transport him in the mind he is. 
Were horrible. 

Prov. Here, in the prison, father. 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 
A man of Claudio*s years ; his beard and hea 
Just of his colour : What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till he were well inclined ; 
And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Of Ragozine, more like to Claudio ? 

Duke. O, 'tis an accident that Heaven pro? 
Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on 
Prefix'd by Angelo : See this be done, 
And sent according to command ; whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Prov. This shall be done, good father, presi 
But Barnardine must die this afternoon : 
And how shall we continue Claudio, 
To save me from the danger that might come 
If he were known alive ? 

Duke. Let this be done : Put them in i 
holds, 
Both Barnardine and Claudio : Ere twice 
The sun hath made his journal greeting to 
The under generation^, you shall find 
Your safety manifested. 

Prov. I am your free dependant. 

Duke. Quick, des] 

And send the head to Angelo. [^ExU R* 

Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 
The Provost, he shall bear them, whose con] 
Shall witness to him, I am near at home ; 
And that by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publicly : him I'll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount, 
4 league below the city ; and itom XkexLoe^ 

« The ani\]poAe%, 
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&7 cold gradation and weal-balanced form. 
We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Rc'-enter Provost. 

Pr(yo. Here is the head ; 111 carry it myself. 

Duke. Convenient is it : Make a swift return : 
For I would commune with you of such things. 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prw. ni make all speed. \^Exit. 

Itab. IJVkhin.'} Peace, ho, be here ! 

Duke. The tongue of Isabel: — She's come to 
know, 
If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good. 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair. 
When it is least expected. 

Enter Isabella. 

Isab. Ho, by your leave. 

Duke* Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
daughter. 

hob* The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon ? 

Duie. He hath releas'd him, Isabel, from the 
world ; 
His head is off, and sent to Angelo. 

Itab. Nay, but it is not so. 

Didse. It is no other: 

Showyour wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 

luto. Unhimpy Claudio ! Wretched Isabel ! 
Injarious world ! Accursed Angelo ! 

Duke. This nor hurts him, nor profits you a jot : 
Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to Heaven. 
Mark what I say ; which you shall find 
By eveiy sylJabie, a faithful verity \ 
lie duke cornea home to-morrow ;— tv«j^, ^x^j ^w» 
eyes; 
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One of our convent, and his confessor, 

Gives me this instance : Already he hath carried 

Notice to Escalus and Angelo ; 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 

There to give up their power. If you can, pace 

your wisdom 
In that good path that I would wish it go ; 
And you shall have your bosom ^ on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart. 
And general honour. 

Isab, I am directed by vou. 

Duke. This letter then to friar Peter give ; 
'Tis that he sent me of the duke's return : 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana's house to-night. Her cause, and youn, 
I'll perfect him withal ; and he shall bring you 
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home, and home. For my poor self, 
I am combined by a sacred vow. 
And shall be absent. Wend*^ you with this letter: 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order. 
If I pervert your course. — Who's here ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Lucio. Good even I 

Friar, where is the Provost ? 

Duke. Not within, sir. 

Lucio. O, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heartf 
to see thine eyes so red : thou must be patient : But 
they say the duke will be here to-morrow. By mj 
troth, Isabel, I lov'd thy brother : if the old fantai- 
tical duke of dark corners had been at home, he 
had lived. \_Exit Isabella* 

DuJce. Sir, the duke is marvellous little beholden 
to your reports ; but the best is, he lives not in then* 

^ Your heart's de&iie. ^ Oo, 
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Lucio* FWar> thou knowest not the duke so well 
as I do : he's a better woodman than thou takest 
him for. 

Jhike* Well, youll answer this one day. Fare 
ye well. 

LtfCfb. Nay, tarry; 1*11 go along with thee; I 
can tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Buke, You have told me too many of him 
already, sir, if they be true ; if not true, none were 
enough; but, sir, your company is fairer than 
honest : Rest you well. 

Lucio. By my troth, I'll go with thee to the 
lane's end : Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr, I shall 
stick. \^ExewvU 



SCENE IV. 

A Room in Angelo'« House* 

Enter Anoelo and Escalus. 

Escd. ^Yety letter he hath writ hath disvouch'd 
other. 

Af^. In most uneven and distracted manner. His 
actions show much like to madness : pray. Heaven, 
Us wisdom be not tainted ! And why meet him at 
the gates, and re-deliver our authorities there ? 

EicaL I guess not. 

if]i|g. And why should we proclaim it in an hour 
before his entering, that, if any crave redress of 
iijasticey they should exhibit their petitions in the 
ftreet? 

EkoI. He shows his reason for that : to have a 
demtch of complaints; and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall theii\\aN^Tio^o\«^x 
to stand against us. 

jijig. Well, I beseech you, let \t \ie ^toc\««c?^ • 
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Betimes i' the morn, Til call you at your house: 
Give notice to such men of sort and suit^. 
As are to meet him. 
Escal, I shall, sir : fare you welL 



Aug. Good night. — 
This deed unshapes me ouite, makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceeoings. A deflower'd maid 
And by an eminent body, that enforc*d 
The law against it ! — But that her tender shame 
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss. 
How might she tongue me ? Yet reason dares her 

— no: 
For my authority bears a credent bulk, 
That no particular scandal once can touch. 
But it confounds the breather. He should have Wi 
Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense, 
Might, in the times to come, have ta*en revenge, 
By so receiving a dishonour *d life. 
With ransome of such shame. 'Would yet he hsc 

liv'd ! 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot. 
Nothing goes right ; we would, and we would not 

[£nf. 



SCENE V. 

Fields iiiithout the Town. 

Enter Duke in his otvn hahity and Friar Pbtbi* 
Duke, These letters at fit time deliver me. 

The provost knows our purpose, and our plot. 
The matter being afoot, keep your instructioii» 
And hold you ever to out «i^ee\al drift ; 



Figure and t«c^l. 
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rhough sometimes you do blench^ from this to that, 
is cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius' house, 
^d tell him where I stay : give the like notice 
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus. 
^d bid them bring the trumpets to the gate : 
But send me Flavius first. 
F. Peter. It shall be speeded well. 

[^ExU Friar. 



ErUer Varrius. 

Duke, I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made 
good haste : 
Come, we will walk : There's other of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. 

[^Exeunt. 



SCBNE VI. 

Street near the City Gate. 

Enter Isabella and Mariana. 

Itab. To speak so indirectly, I am loath ; 
I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so, 
Hat is your part : yet I'm advis'd to do it ; 
Re says, to veil full^ purpose.^ 

Maru Be rul'd by him. 

hah* Besides, he tells me, that, if peradventure 
Be speak against me on the adverse side, 
I should not think it strange ; for 'tis a physick, 
iWs bitter to sweet end. 

Mart. I would, friar Peter — 

Iwi. O, peace ; the friar is come« 

* Start off. r Availful. 
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Enter Friar Pster. 

F. Peter. Come, I have found you out a stan 

most fit. 
Where you may have such vantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you ; Twice mive the trumpet 

sounded ; 
The generous^ and gravest citizens 
Have hent^ the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is entering ; therefore hence, away. 



ACT THE HFTH. 

SCENE I. 

A piMick Place near the CUy Gate. 

Mariana, (veiTd,) Isabella, and Peter, at a 
distance. Enter at opposite doors, Duke, Varriu% 
Lords; Angelo, Escalus, Lucio, Phrroity 
Officers, and Citizens. 

Dtike. My very worthy cousin, fairly met:— 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see jw* 
Ang. and EscaL Happy return be to your raji 

grace! 
Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
CanBOt but yield you forth to publick thanks. 
Forerunning more Tequ\ta\. 

• Most nob\e. ^ ^vw^. 
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Ang» You make my bonds still greater. 

JChSiie, O, your desert speaks loud ; and I should 
wronff it. 
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 
When it deserves with characters of brass 
A forted residence, 'gainst the tooth of time, 
And razure of oblivion : Give me your hand. 
And let the subject see, to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. — Come, Escalus ; 
You must walk by us on our other hand ;— 
And good supporters are you. 

Peter and Isabella comejbrxvard. 

F. Peter. Now is your time ; speak loud, and 
kneel before him. 

Itab. Justice, O royal duke ! Vail ^ your regard 
Upon a wrong'd, Td fain have said, a maid ! 
worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 
lul you have heard me in my true complaint, 
And ffiven me, justice, justice, justice, justice ! 

DtMe. Relate your wrongs : In what? By whom? 
Be brief: 
Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice ; 
Reveal yourself to him. 

luA. O, worthy duke. 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 
Hear me yourself; for tnat which I must speak 
Most either punish me, not being believ'd. 
Or wring redress from you : hear me, O, hear me, 
here. 

Ang.i My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 
She Imth been a suitor to me for her brother, 
Cut off by course of justice. 

hab. By course ot 'yvx'&xXc^X 

' Lower. 
VOL. n, j^ 
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i4itgf. And she will speak most bitterly 
strange. 

hah. Most strange, but yet most truly, < 
speak : 
That Angelo's forsworn ; is it not strange ? 
That Angelo's a murderer ; is't not strange ? 
That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 
An hypocrite, a virgin-violator ; 
Is it not strange, and strange ? 

Duke. Nay, ten times str 

hab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 
Than this is all as true as it is strange : 
Nay, it is ten times true : for truth is truth 
To die end of reckoning. 

Duke. Away with her : Poor 

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense, 

Isab. O prince, I conjure thee, as thou bd 
There is another comfort than this world. 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch'd with madness : make no 

possible 
That which but seems unlike : 'tis not impos 
But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground. 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolut 
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings^, characts, titles, forms. 
Be an arch-villain : believe it, royal prince, 
If he be less, he's^iothing ; but he's more. 
Had I more name for badness. 

Duke. By mine horn 

If she be mad, (as I believe no other,) 
Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense. 
Such a dependency of thing on thing, 
As e'er I heard in madness. 

Isab. O, gracious duki 

Harp not on that ; nor do not banish reason 
For inequality : but let youx Tea&ou «^tm« 

• Habits and characlets o^ oS&.c^. 
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To make the truth appear, where it seems hid ; 
And hide the false, seems true. 

Duke. Many that are not mad, 

Have sure more lack of reason. — What would you 
say? 
hah* I am the sister of one Claudio, 
Condemned upon the law of fornication 
To lose his head ; condemned by Angelo ! 
I, in probation of a sisterhood, 
Was sent to by my brother : one Lucio 
Was then the messenger ; — 

Lucio. That's I, an't like your grace : 

I came to her from Claudio, and desir'a her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 
For her poor brother's pardon. 
hab. That's he, indeed. 

Buke. You were not bid to speak. 
Lucio. No, my good lord ; 

Nor wish'd to hold my peace. 

Duke. I wish you now then ; 

Phiy you, take note of it ; and when you have 
A business for yourself, pray Heaven, you then 
Be perfect. 
Lucio. I warrant your honour. 
Duke. The warrant's for yourself; take heed to it. 
hab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale. 
Lucio. Right. 

Duke. It may be right ; but you are in the wrong 
To speak before your time. — Proceed. 

hab. I went 

To this pernicious caitiff deputy. 
Duke. That's somewhat madly spoken. 
hab. Pardon it ; 

The phrase is to the matter. 
Duke. Mended again: the matter? — Proceed. 
Itab. In brief, — to set the needless process by, 
Row I persuaded^ how I pray'd and ktveeYdi^ 
Howlie refeU'd^ me, and how I reply' d; 

^ Refuted. 
ir 2 
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SFor this was of much leoffth,) the vile conclusion 
'. now beffin with grief and shame to utter ; 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste person 
Release my brother ; and after much debatement 
My sisterly remorse ^ confutes mine honour, 
And I did yield to him : But the next mom betimes, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother s head. 

Dtike. This is most likely! 

Isab, O, that it were as like, as it is true ! 

Duke, By heaven, foVid^ wretch, thou know'st not 
what thou speak'st ; 
Or else thou art suborn*d against his honour, 
In hateful practice : First, ms integrity 
Stands without blemish : — next, it imports no 

reason. 
That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults proper to himself: if he had so offended, 
He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself. 
And not have cut him off: Some one hath set you 

on: 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam'st here to complain. 

Isab* And is this all ? 

Then, oh, you blessed ministers above. 
Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance !— Heaven shield your grace from 

woe. 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go ! 

Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone : — An officer! 
To prison with her : — Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us ? This needs must be a practice. 
— Who knew of your intent, and coming hither? 

Isab. One that I would were here, friar Lodowick. 

Duke. A ghostly father, belike. — Who kno^ 
that Lodowick? 

* Pity. ^ ¥oci\M^. 
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Lucio. My lord^ I know him; 'tis a meddling 
friar ; 
I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing'd him soundly. 

Duke. Words against me? This' a good friar, 
belike ! 
And to set on this wretched woman here r**- 
Against our substitute ! — Let this friar be found. 

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that 
friar 
I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar, 
A very scurvy fellow. 

F. Peter, Blessed be your royal grace ! 

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
Your royal ear abus'd : First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus'd your substitute ; • 
Who is as free from touch or guilt with her 
As she from one unborn. 

Duke. We did believe no less. 

Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of? 

F. Peter. I know him for a man divine and holy : 
Not scurvy, nor a temporary medler, 
As he's reported by this gentleman ; 
And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace. 

Lucio. My lord, most villainously ; believe it. 

F. Peter. Well, he in time may come to clear 
himself; 
But at this instant he is sick, my lord. 
Of a strange fever : Upon his mere request, 

Seing come to knowledge that there was complaint 
tended 'gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither. 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and false; and what he with his' oath, 
And all probation, will make up full clear, 
Whensoever he's convented.^ First, for tYu^-woxwocv % 

^ Convened. 

H a 
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To justify this worthy nobleman, 

vulgarly ^ and personally accus'd,) 
Her shall you hear disproved to her eyes. 
Till she herself confess it. 
Duke. Good friar, let's hear it 

[Isabella is carried qffi guarded; ami 
Mariana comes ifomard. 
Do you not smile at this lord Angeio ? — 

Heaven ! the vanity of wretched fo<d8 ! 
Give us some seats. — Come, cousin Angeio: 
In this ril be impartial ; be you judge 

Of your own cause. — Is this the witness, fimr? 
First, let her show her face ; and, after, speak. 

MarL P^urdon, my lord ; I will not show my fin^ 
Until my husband bid me. 

Dnie. What, are you married? 

Marin No, my lord. 

Duke* Are you a maid ? 

MarL No, my kwd. 

Duke. A widow then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, you 

Are nothing then: — Neither maid, widow, nor 
wife? 

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne*er was married; 
And, I conress, besides, I am no maid : 

1 have known my husband ; yet my husband knovi 

not. 
That ever he knew me. 
Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord ; it can beat 

better. 
Duke. For the benefit of silence, 'would thoo wcii 

so too ! 
Lucio. Well, my lord. 
Duke. This is no witness for lord Angeio. 
MarL Now I come to*t, my lord : 
She that accuses him of fornication, 
la selfsame manner dotVi ace>sAi& m^ YradoMsdv 
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And charges him, my lord, with such a time, 
When I'll depose I had him in mine arms. 

Ang, Charges she more than me ? 

Mart. Not that I know. 

Duke. No ? you say, your husband. 

Mart. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo. 

Aug. This is a strange abuse ^ : — Let's see thy 
face. 

Mari. My husband bids me ; now I wiU unmask. 

[ UhveUing. 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which once thou swor'st, was worth the looking on : 
This is the hand, which, with a vow'd contract, 
Was fast belock'd in thine : and this is she 
That took away the match from Isabel, 
And did supply thte at thy garden-house, 
In her imagin a person. 

Duke. Know you this woman ? 

Ar^. My lord, I must confess, I know this 
woman ; 
And, five years since, there was some speech of 

marriage 
Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke o% 
Partly, for that her promised proportions 
Came short of composition ; but, in chief. 
For that her reputation was disvalued 
In levity : since which time of five years, 
I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard firom her. 
Upon my fiiith and honour. 

Msrt* Noble prince, 

As there comes light from heaven, and words from 

breath. 
As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue, 
I am affianc'd this man's wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows ; and, my good lord, 
But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-house^ 
He knew me as a wife : As this is Xiwe 

8 Deception. 
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Let me in safety raise me from my knees ; 
Or else for ever be confixed here, 
A marble monument ! 

Aug* I did but smile till now : 

Now, good mv lord, give me the scope of justice; 
My patience here is touch'd : I do perceive, 
These poor informal^ women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member, 
That sets them on : Let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice ^ out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart ; 

And punish theui unto your height of pleasure — 
Thou foolish friar ; and thou pernicious woman. 
Compact with her that's gone ! think'st thou, thy 

oaths, 
Though they would swear down each particular 

saint. 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit, 
That's seal'd in approbation? — You, lord Escaliu, 
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence 'tis deriv'd. — 
There is another friar that set them on ; 
Let him be sent for. 

F. Peter. Would he were here, my lord ; for he, 
indeed, 
Hath set the women on to this complaint : 
Your provost knows the place where he abides, 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go do it instantly. — [Exit Provost. 

And you, my noble and well warranted cousin. 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth. 
Do with your injuries as seems you best. 
In any chastisement : I for a while 
Will leave you ; but stir not you, till you have well 
Determined upon these slanderers, 

Escal. My lord, we'll do it thoroughly. — [£«& 
Duke.] jSignior Lucio, did not you say, you knew 
that friar Lodowick to be a d\s\\oY\e%\. ^«t%wv*^ 
y Crazy. ^ V:v)usv\xvv:n. 
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Lucio. CucuUus non Jacit monachum : honest in 
othine but in his clothes : and one that hath spoke 
lost villainous speeches of the duke. 

Escal. We shall entreat you to abide here till he 
:ome, and enforce them against him : we shall find 
his friar a notable fellow. 

Ludo. As any in Vienna, on my word. 

Escal, Call that same Isabel here once again ; 
[To an Attendant.] I would speak with her: Pray 
foUf my lord, give me leave to question ; you shall 
see how I'll handle her. 

Re-enter Officers, tvUh Isabella ; the Duke, in the 
Friars habit^ and Provost, 

E$cal* Come on, mistress : [To Isabella.] here's 
a gentlewoman denies all that you have said. 

Ludo. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke 
of; here with the provost. 

EscaL In very good time : — speak not you to 
him, till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal. Come, sir : Did you set these women on 
to slander lord Angelo ? they have confessed you 
did. 

Duke. 'Tis false. 

Escal. How ! know you where you are ? 

Duke. Where is the duke ? 'tis he should hear 
me speak. 

Escal. The duke's in us ; and \vc will hear you 
speak : 
Look, you speak justly. 

Duke. Boldly at least : — But, O, poor souls, 
Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox ? 
Good night to your redress. Is the duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke's unjust, 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal, 
And put your trial in the villain^s moul\\) 
Whioi here you come to accuae. 
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Lucio. lliis is the rascal ; this is he I spoke o£ 

EscaL Why, thou unreverend and unhallowed 
friar ! 
Is*t not enough, thou hast subom'd these women 
To accuse this worthy man ; but, in foul mouth, 
And in the witness of his proper ear. 
To call hira villain ? 

And then to glance from him to the duke himself; 
To tax him with injustice ? — Take him hence; 
To the rack with him : — We'll touze you joint hj 

joint. 
But we will know this purpose : — What ! unjust? 

Duke. Be not so hot ; the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than be 
Dare rack his own : his subject am I not. 
Nor here provincial : My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble, 
Till it o'er-run the stew : laws, for all faults ; 
But faults so countenanc'd, that the strong statute! 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop. 
As much in mock as mark. 

EscaL Slander to the state ! Away with him to 
prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, signior 
Lucio f 
Is this the man that you did tell us of? 

Lucio, 'Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good-mao 
bald-pate : Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of your 
voice : I met you at the prison, in the absence of 
the duke. 

Lucio. O, did you so ? And do you remember 
what you said of the duke ? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, sir ? And was the duke a fletb- 
monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then reported 
him to he ? 
Duke. You must. »\t, cUaiv^e ^«r*ow* >«V^ ^fc. 
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e jou make that my report : jou, indeed, spoke 
of him ; and much more, much worse. 
Lucio. O thou abominable fellow ! Did not I 
ack thee by the nose, for thy speeches ? 
Duke, I protest I love the duke, as I love myself. 
Ang, Hark! how the villain would close now, 
k;er his treasonable abuses. 
E*aU. Such a fellow is not to be talked withal : — 
ray with him to prison. Where is the provost ? 
way with him to prison ; lay bolts enough upon 
m: let him speak no more. Away with those 
glots ^ too, and with the other confederate com- 
inion. [^The Provost lays hands on the Duke. 

Duke. Stay, sir ; stay a while. 
Ang, What ! resists he ? Help him, Lucio. 
Lucio. Come, sir ; come, sir ; come, sir ; fob, sir : 
^J» you bald-pated, lying rascal ! you must be 
)oaed, must you ? Show your knave's visage ! 
bow your sheep-biting face, and be hang'd an 
Dur ; Wiirt not off? 

[PulPs off the Friars hood, and discovers 
the Duke. 
Duke. Thou art the first knave, that e*er made a 

duke. 

int, provost, let me bail these gentle three : 



neak not away, sir ; [To Lucio.] for the friar and 

you 
[u8t have a word anon : — Lay hold on him. 
Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 
Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon ; sit you 

down. [To EscALUs. 

^ell borrow place of him : — Sir, by your leave : 

[ To Angelo. 
last thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 
hat yet can do thee office ? If thou hast, 
dy upon it till my tale be heard, 
nd hold no \onger out. 

» t Van tons. 
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Ang. O my dread lord, 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 
To think I can be undiscemiblc, 
When I perceive your grace, like power divine, 
Hath look'd upon my passes ^ : Then, good prince 
No longer session hold upon ipy shame, 
But let my trial be mine own confession ; 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent^ death. 
Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke* Come hither, Mariana: — 

Say, wast thou e*er contracted to this woman ? 

Ans. I was, my lord. 

Duke. Go, take her hence, and marry her in- 
stantly. — 
Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 
Return him here again , — Go with him, Provoit 

[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Psm, 
and Provost. 

EscaL My lord, I am more amazed at his dii- 
honour. 
Than at the strangeness of it. 

Duke. Comeliither, Isabd: 

Your friar is now your prince : As I was then 
Advertising^, and holy to your business. 
Not changmg heart with habit, I am still 
Attorney'd at your service. 

Isab. O give me pardon, 

That I, your vassal, have employ'd and pain'd 
Your unknown sovereignty. 

DvJce. You are pardon'd, babd : 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I know, sits at your heart; 
And you may marvel why I obscur'd myself. 
Labouring to save his life ; and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance o^ my hidden power, 
Than let him be so lost : O, most kind maid, 
It was the swift celerity of hU death, 

3 Devices. ^ FoWomw?,. ^ KvxkcJcw^. 
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hich I did think with slower foot came on, 

lat brain'd my purpose : But, peace be with him I 

lat life is better life, past fearing death, 

lan that which lives to fear: make it your comfort, 

> happy is your brother. 

e-enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost. 

Isab, I do, my lord. 

Duke* For this new-married man, approaching 

here, 
liose foul imagination yet hath wrong'd 
our well-defended honour, you must pardon 
or Mariana's sake: but as he adjudged your brother, 
ieiag criminal, in double violation 
f sacred chastity, and of promise-breach, 
hereon dependent for your brother's life,) 
be very mercy of the law cries out 
lost audible, even from his proper tongue, 
An Angelo for Claudio, death for death." 
[aste still pays haste, and leisure answers leisure ; 
•ike doth quit like, and ^^ Measure still for Mea- 
sure !" 
lien, Angelo, thy fault's thus manifested ; 
Vhich though thou would'st deny, denies thee 

vantage : 
Ve do condemn thee to the very block 
Vhere Claudio stoop'd to death, and with like haste: 
b^ay with him. 

Maru O, my most gracious lord, 

hope you will not mock me with a husband ! 
Duke, It is your husband mock'd you with a hus- 
band: 
Wenting to the safeguard of your honour, 
thought your marriage fit ; else imputation, 
'or that he knew you, might reproach your life, 
ind choke your good to come, for his poB&e^\otA> 
\ilhough by conttscation they are ours, 

VOL* II, J 
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We do instate and widow you withal. 
To buy you a better husband. 

Mart. Oy my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke, Never crave him ; we are definitive. 

Mari. Gentle, my liege, — IKneeUng, 

Duke, You do but lose your labour; 

Away with him to death. — Now, sir, [2b Lucia] 
to you. 

Mari. O, my good lord ! — Sweet Isabel, take 
my part : 
Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I'll lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against all sense you do importune her: 
Should she kneel down, in mercy of Uiis iact, 
Her brother*s ghost his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Mari. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ; 
Hold up your hands ; say nothing ; I'll speak alL 
They say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 
And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : so may my husband. 
O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke. He dies for Claudio's death. 

Isab. Most bounteous, nr, 

iKneding' 
Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd, 
As if my brother liv*d : I partly think 
A due smcerity govem*d his deeds. 
Till he did look on me ; since it is so. 
Let him not die : My brotlier had but justice, 
In that he did the thing for which he died : 
For Angelo, 

His act did not o'ertake his bad intent ! 
And must be buried but as an intent 
77iat perish'd by the wa^ : thoughts are no subjects; 
Intents but merely tV\ovLg\\X*. 

Mart. "NVtx^V^^wjVst^ 
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ki. Your suit's unprofitable ; stand up, I say. 
i bethou^t me of another fault : — 
St, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 

unusual hour ? 

w. It was commanded so. 

ke. Had you a special warrant for the deed ? 
7Vn No, my good lord ; it was by private 

message. 
ke. For which I do discharge you of your 

office: 
up your keys. 

w. Pardon me, noble lord : 

ight it was a fault, but knew it not ; 
id repent me after more advice^ : 
^timony whereof, one in the prison 
should by private order else have died, 
e reserved alive. 
ike. What's he? 

ov. His name is Bamardine. 

ike. I would thou had'st done so by Claudio. — 
etch him hither ; let me look upon him. 

[^Exit Provost. 
col. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
ou, lord Angelo, have still appear*d. 
Id slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood, 
lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 
ig. I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure : 
so deep sticks it in my penitent heart, 

I crave death more willingly than mercy : 
my deserving, and I do entreat it. 

enter Provost, Barnardine, Claudio, and 

Juliet. 

uke. Which is that Bamardine ? 
rov.' This, my lord. 

uke. There was a friar told me of this mau« 
di, thou art said to have a stubbom ^o\)\> 

7 Consideration. 
I 2 
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That apprehends no further than this world, 
Andsquar'st thy life according. Thou'rt conde 
But, for those earthly faults I quit them all ; 
And pray thee, take this mer^ to provide 
For better times to come : — Aiar, advise him ; 
I leave him to your hand. — What muffled fUWi 
that? 

Prov. This is another prisoner, that I sav^d. 
That should have died when Claudio lost his head; 
As like almost to Claudio as himseltl 

[ VnmiMes Claudio^ 

Duke. If he be like your brother, [ToIsabeua.] 
for his sake 
Is he pardon'd ; and for your lovely sake, 
Give me your hand, and say you will be mine, 
He is my brother too : But fitter time for that 
By this lord Angelo perceives he's safe ; 
Methinks, I see a qmck'ning in his eye :— 
Well, Angelo, your evil quits^ you well : 
Look that you love your wife ; her worth, woitk 

yours. — 
I find an apt remission in myself: 
And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon : 
You, sirrah, [ To Lucio.] that knew me for a fiwi, 

a coward. 
One all of luxur}', an ass, a madman : 
Wherein have I so deserved of you, 
That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio. Taith, my lord, I spoke it but according 
to the trick ^ : If you will hang me for it, you may, 
but I had rather it would please you, I might be 
whipp'd. 

Duke. Whipp'd first, sir, and hang'd after. — 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city ; 
If any woman's wrong'd by this lewd fellow, 
fAs I have heard him swear himself, there's one 
Whom be hath injured thus,^ let her appearp 

Requites. 9 Thou^Vl^eiia \kw9qka. 
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And he shall marry her : the nuptial finished, 
Let him be whipt and hang'd. 

Lucio, I beseech your highness, do not marry mc 
80. Your highness said even now, I made you a 
duke ; good my lord, do not recompense me, in 
inakins mc a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shalt marry her. 
Thy slanders I forgive : and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits : — Take him to prison : 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio* Marr3ring me so, my lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Sland'ring a prince deserves it. — 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore. 
Joy to you, Mariana ! — love her, Angelo ; 
I nave confessed her, and I know her virtue. — 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness : 
There's more behind, that is more gratulate. 
Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy ; 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place : — 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Ragozine for Claudio's ; 
The offence pardons itself. — Dear Isabel, 
Br I have a motion much imports your good ; 
r Whereto if you'll a willing ear mcline. 

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine : 
- So bring us to our palace ; where we'll show 

What's yet behind, that's meet you all should know. 
yr^ [^Exeunt. 

I Ci 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 



icers* 



Don Pedro, Prince ofArragon. 

Don John, his bastard-brother, 

Claudio, a youns lord of Florence^ Javourite to 

Don Pedro, 
Benedick, a young lord of Padua^ Javourite like' 

•wise of Don Pedro, 
Lbonato, governor of Messina. 
Antonio, his brother, 
Balthazar, servant to Don Pedro* 

Verges, ' } twofoolUh offic 

A Sexton, 
A Friar, 
A Boy* 

Hero, daughter to Leonato, 
Beatrice, niece to Leonato, 

J J ' > gentlewomen extending on Hero, 

Messetigersy fVatch, and Attendants. 
Scene, Messina. 
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ACT THE HRST. 

SCENE I. 

Before Leonato'^ House. 



Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others^ 

\joUh a Messenger. 

Lean. I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He is very near by this ; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in this 
action? 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young 
Florentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally re- 
membered by Don Pedro : He hath borne himself 
beyond the promise o^ his age ; doing, in the figure 
of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, indeed, better 
bettered expectation, than you must expect of me 
to tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
verv much glad of it. 

Afess. Imve already delivered lam \eXX;&T%^ «5A 
there appears much joy in him ; even *o laxid^^x^s^*^ 
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joy could not show itself modest enough, without 
a badge of bitterness. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess, In great measure.' 

Leon, A kind overflow of kindness : There are 
no faces truer than those that are so washed. How 
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at 
weeping ? 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned 
from the wars, or no ? 

Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon, What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

HeroMj cousin means signior Benedick of Fadua. 

Mess. O, he is returned, and as pleasant as ev» 
he was. 

Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, and 
challenged Cupid at the flight : and my uncle*s fool, 
reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, and 
challenged him at the bird-bolt. — I pray you, how 
many hath he killed and eaten in these wars? But 
how many hath he killed ? for, indeed, I promised 
to eat all of his killing. 

Leon, Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too 
much ; but he'll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Meu. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp 
to eat it: he is a very valiant trencher-man, he hath 
an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady; — But what 
is he to a lord ? 

Mess, A lord to a lord, a man to a man. 

Beat. Weil, we are all mortal. 

l,eon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece : there 
is a kind of merry war betwixt signior Benedick and 

1 A.\joiida&ce« 
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her : they never meet, but there is a skirmish of 
wit between them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our last 
conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, and 
now is the whole man governed with one : so that 
if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, let him 
bear it for a difference between himself and his horse : 
for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known 
a reasonable creature. — Who is his companion now ? 
He hath every month a new sworn brother. 

Mess* Is it possible ? 

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith 
but as the fashion of nis hat, it ever changes with 
the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your 
books. 

Beat. No : an he were, I would burn my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there 
no young squarer^ now, that will make a voyage 
with him to the devil ? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a 
disease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. Heaven help 
the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, 
it will cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You wOl never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 

Enter Don Pedro, attended hy Balthazar, and 
othersy Don John, Claudio, and Benedick. 

D. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, ^ou «x^ cnnv^ 
^ Quarrelsome felloe. 
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to meet your trouble : the fashion of the worl 
to avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

Leon. Never came trouble to my house in 
likeness of your grace : for trouble being go 
■ comfort should remain ; but, when you depart fi 

■\ me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leav 

D. Pedro. You embrace your charge too wiUi: 
ly. — I think, this is your daughter. 
':. Leon, Her mother hath many times told me i 

M Bene, Were you in doubt, sir, that you as! 

her ? 

Leon, Signior Benedick, no ; for then were i 
a child. 

D, Pedro, You have it full, Benedick : we u 
guess by this what you are, beine a man. TVi 
the lady fathers herself: — Be happy, lady! 
you are like an honourable father. 

Bene, If sienior Leonato be her father, she wo 
not have his head on her shoulders, for all Messi 
as like him as she is. 

Beat, 1 wonder, that you will still be talki 
signior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene, What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you 
living ? 

Beat, Is it possible, disdain should die, while i 
hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Benedi< 
Courtesy itself must convert to discuun, if you co 
in her presence. 

Bene, Then is courtesy a turn-coat : — But i 
certain, I am loved of all ladies, only you excepts 
and I would I could find in my heart that I had i 
a hard heart ; for, truly, I love none. 

Beat, A dear happiness to women ; they woi 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor, 
am of your humour for that ; I had rather hear 
dog bark at a crow, than a man swear he loves i 

^ene. Heaven keep yout \ad^«\\v^ still in tl 
mind ! so some gentlematv ot oxVveit ^i^^«c»^ 
predestinate scratched face. 
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Bedt. Scratching could not make it worse, an 
'ere such a face as yours were. 
Bene, Well, jou are a rare parrot-teacher. 
flea#. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast 
yours. 

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of your 
igue ; and so good a continuer : But keep your 
ly ; I have done. 

Beat. You alwa3rs end with a jade's trick ; I know 
>u of old. 

D. Pedro, This is the sum of all : Don John, — 
;mor Claudio, and signior Benedick, — my dear, 
end Leonato, hath invited you all. I tell him, 
i shall stay here at the least a month ; and he 
artily prays, some occasion may detain us longer : 
iare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his 
art. 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 
rswom. — Let me bid you welcome, my lord: 
ing reconciled to the prmce your brother, I owe 
a all duty. 

D. John, I thank you : I am not of many words, 
1 1 thank you. 

Leon, Please it your grace lead on ? 
D. Pedro, Your hand, Leonato ; we will go to- 
ther. [^Exeunt all but Benedick and Claudio. 
Qaud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter 
signer Leonato ? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I looked on her. 
dttud. Is she not a modest young lady ? 
Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man 
)uld do, for my simple true judgment ; or would 
II have me speak after my custom, as being a pro- 
sed tyTBDt to their sex ? 

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober judgment. 
Bene. Why, iTaith, methinks she is too low for 
iigfa praise, too brown for a fair praise, aa^ \ao 
fe for a great praise : only this comrcieiida>aoii\ 
a£ordber; that were she other tYiaiia\ie\»>Ai^ 
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were unhandsome ; and being no other but as she ib, 
I do not like her. 

Claud, Thou thinkest, I am in sport ; I pray thee^ 
tell me truly how thou likest her. 

Bene, Would you buy her, that you enquire after 
her? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a sad brow ? or do you play the float- 
ing Jack ; to tell us Cupid is a good hare-finder, and 
Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key shall 
a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud, In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that 
ever I looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I see 
no such matter : there's her couf in, an she were 
not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much ia 
beauty, as the first of May doth the last of Decem- 
ber. But I hope, you have no intent to torn 
husband ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this ? Hath not the world 
one man, but he will wear his cap with susfMcion? 
Shall I never see a bachelor of three-score again ? 
Go to ; an thou wilt needs thrust thy neck into a 
yoke, wear the print of it, and sigh away Sundays. 
Look, Don Pedro is returned to seek you* 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that 
you followed not to Leonato's? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me 
to tell. 
D. Pedro. I charge thee, on thy allegiance. 
J9ene. You hear, Coutvt C\awdio \ 1 cv\ be secret 
08 a dumb man, I wou\dha^eNO\xx3EiM\>LWi\\»s^^^ 
my allegiance^ — mark you ftna, on m-^ lfi^e^s"^Kfc 
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— He is in love. With who ? — now that is your 
grace's part. — Mark, how short his answer is : — 
with Hero, Leonato's short daughter. 
Claud. If this were so, so were it uttered. 
Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : it is not so, 
Dor 'twas not so; but, indeed. Heaven forbid it 
diould be so. 

Gaud. If niv passion change not shortly, Heaven 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro* Amen, if you love her ; for the ladj 
is very well worthy. 

Gaud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 
D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. 
Gaud,' And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 
JBene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my 
lord, I spoke mine. 

Gaud. That I love her, I feel. 
D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 
Bene. That I neither feel how she should be 
loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is the 
(^nion that fire cannot melt out of mc ; I will die 
in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic 
in the despite of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but 
in the force of his will. 

Bene. Hiat a woman conceived me, I thank her ; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most 
humble thanks : but that I will have a recheat «^ 
winded in my forehead, ail women shall pardon 
me. Because I will not do them the wrong to 
nustrust any, I will do myself the right to trust 
none ; and the fine is, (for the which I may go the 
finer,) I will live a bachelor. 

D. Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale 
with love. 
Bene. With anger ^ with sickness, or m\\v\v\iXi^e\. 

^ The tune sounded to call off iVi^ Ao^. 

K 2 
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my lord ! not with love : prove, that ever I lose men 
blood with love, than I will get again with drinkiDft 
pick out mine eyes with a ballaf-maker's pen, ai3 
hang me up for the sign of blind Cupid. 

D. Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost &11 from tUt 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument* 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a botUe like a cat, and 
shoot at me ; and he mat hits me, let him be clapped 
on the shoulder, and called Adam.^ 

D. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 
In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke* 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but if ever the lenflip 
ble Benedick bear it, pluck off the buU'slioms, ui 
set them in my forehead : and let me be vilely painU 
ed ; and in such great letters as they write. Menu 
good horse to hire^ let them signify under my sign,^ 
Here you may see Benedick the married man* 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldVt 
be horn-mad. 

D. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent aU Ui 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

jD. Pedro. Well, you will temporize with tb 
hours. In the mean time, good signior Benedick 
repair to Leonato's ; commend me to him, and tdl 
him, I will not fail him at supper ; for, indeed, k 
hath made great preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for sucb 
an embassc^e ; and so I commit you — 

Claud. To the tuition of Heaven: Fh>m of 
house, (if I had it,) — 

D. Pedro. The sixth of July: Your loving (deait 
Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The body at 
your discourse is sometime guarded with fragments, 
and the guards are but slightly basted on neither; 

* The name of a C«nio\>& «xch«c« 
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& you flout old ends anj further, examine your 
jonscience ; and so I leave you. \ExiU Benedick. 

Claud, My liege, your highness now may do mc 
good. 

D. Pedro. My love is thine to teach ; teach it 
but how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero, she s his only heir : 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O my lord. 

When you went onward on this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eye, 
That lik*d, but had a rougher task m hand 
Than to drive liking to the name o£ love : 
But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and delicate desires. 
All prompting me how fair young Hero is, 
Stjrmg, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover presently. 
And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 
And I will break with her, and with her father, 
And thou shalt have her : Was*t not to this end, 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love's grief by his complexion ! 
But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 
I would have salved it with a longer treatise. 

Z). Pedro. What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood ? 
The fairest grant is the necessity : 
Look, what will serve, is fit : 'tis once ^, thou lov'st ; 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know, we shall have revelling to-mgVvV. ; 

* Once for all. 
K 3 
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I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom Fll unclasp my hearty 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 

And strong encounter of my amorous tale : 

Then, after, to her &ther will I break ; 

And, the conclusion is, she shall be thine : 

In practice let us put it presently. ^ExeiinL 



SCENE II. 

A Room in Leonato'x House* 

Enter Lbonato and Antonio. 

Leon. How now, brother ? Where is my cousiiv 
your son ? Hath he provided this musick ? 

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, 
I can tell you strange news that you yet dreamed 
not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Ant, As the event stamps them ; but they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. The prince 
and Count Claudio, walkine in a thick-pleached* 
alley in my orchard, were thus much overheard by 
a man of mine : The prince discovered to Claudio^ 
that he loved my niece your daughter, and meant 
to acknowledge it this mght in a dance ; and, if he 
found her accordant, he meant to take the present 
time by the top, and instantly break with you of it 

Leon, Hath the fellow any wit, that told you this? 

Ant, A good sharp fellow : I will send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

Leon, No, no ; we will hold it as a dream, till it 
appear itself: — but I will ac<^uaint my daughter 
withal, that she fnay be t\\ebe\XeT \)it^\k«i^^vat 

« Thick\y-inlet>NONtti\, 
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answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you, and 
tell her of it. [^Seoerid persons cross the stage.'} 
Cousins, you know what you have to do. — O, I 
cry you mercy, friend ; you go with me, and I will 
use your skill : — Good cousins have a care this 
busy time. \Rxeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Another Room in Leonato'^ House. 

Enter Don John and Conrade. 

Con* My lord ! why are you thus out of measure 
sad? 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion 
that breeds it, therefore the sadness is without 
limit. 

Con, You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what bless- 
ing bringeth it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient suf- 
ferance. 

D. John. I wonder, that thou being (as thou 
say'st thou art) bom under Saturn, goest about to 
apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. 
I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad when I 
have cause, and smile at no man's jests ; eat when I 
have stomach, and wait for no man's leisure ; sleep 
when I am drowsy, and tend to no man's business : 
laugh when I am merry, and claw ^ no man in his 
humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show 
of thisy till you may do it without controlment. You 
have of late stood out against your brother^ ^i\d\v^ 
hath ta*en you newly into his grace; wYvet^'vlWYKv* 

7 Flatter. 
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possible you should take true root, but by the finr 
weather that you make yourself: it is needful tlat 
you frame the season for your own hanrest. 

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a liedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood 
to be disdained of all, than to fashion a carriage IQ 
rob love from any : in this, though I cannot be said 
to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied 
that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted witk 
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog ; therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage : If I had my 
mouth, I would bite ; if I had my liberty, I would 
do my liking ; in the mean time, let me be that I 
am, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent? 

D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? What news, Borachio ? 

Enter Borachio. 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper ; tbe 
prince, your brother, is royally entertainea by Leo- 
hato ; and I can give you intelligence of an intended 
marriage. 

D. John. Will it serve for any model to boild 
mischief on ? What is he for a fool, that betrotbfl 
himself to unquietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother's right hand. 

D. John. Who ? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Bora, Even he. 

D. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who? 
which way looks he ? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of 
Leonato. 

D. John. A very forward March*chick ! Hov 

cawc you to this ? 

^ora. Being entertained {or a ^et^ximsx^ aa I was 

smoking a musty room, comes tae \>\e \»tvBRfc iw 

Claudio, hand in hand) in sa4 coi&tcoK»\ \^ 
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me behind the arras ; and there heard it agreed 
iqNm, that the prince should woo Hero for himself, 
and having obtained her, give her to count Claudio. 

D* John. Come, come, let us thither ; this may 
prove food to my displeasure ; that young start-up 
nath all the glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross 
him any way, I bless myself every way : You are 
both gure, and will assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

D. John. Let us to the great supper ; their cheer 
is the greater, that I am subdued : 'Would the cook 
were of my mind ! — Shall we go prove what's to 
be done? 

Bora. We'll wait upon your lordship. \^ExeuuU 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A Hall in Lieonato'j House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, 

and others, 

Leon. Was not count John here at supper ? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never 
can see him but I am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made 
just in the mid-way between him and Benedick : 
the one is too like an image, and ^y& wo\)DL\\i^%^\A 
tbe other, too like my lady's eldest soiv, ^NerHvoit^ 
tattJwg. 
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Leon. Then half signior Benedick's tongue in 
count John's mouth, and half count John's melan- 
choly in signior Benedick's face,— 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his purse, such a man would 
' win any woman in the world,— if he could get her 
good will. 

Leon, By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get 
thee a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

AnU Well, niece, [To Hero.] I trust, you will 
be ruled by your father. 

Beat. Yes, it is my cousin's duty to make courtesj, 
and say, Fathery as it please you : — but yet for dl 
that, cousin, let him be a handsome fellow, or elie 
make another courtesy, and say. Father^ as iifletue 
me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one dsf 
fitted with a husband. 

Beat. Not till men are made of some other metal 
than earth. Would it not grieve a woman to be 
over-mastered with a piece of valiant dust ? to mike 
an account of her life to a clod of wayward marl? 
No, uncle, Y\\ none: Adam's sons are my brethrea; 
and truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you : if 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the musick, cousin, if 
you be not woo'd in good time : if the prince be too 
important^, tell him, there is measure in every 
tiling, and so dance out the answer. For hear me, 
Hero ; Wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as s 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the fint 
suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full ai 
fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly-modest, as s 
measure full of state and ancientry ; and then 
comes repentance, and> w\tYiYi\«b^l^^ falls into 

s ImjpoTtun^ite. 
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the cinque-pace faster and faster, till he sink into 
his grave. 

Letm* Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat* I have a good eye, uncle ; 1 can see a 
church by day-light. 

Leon. The revellers are entering ; brother, make 
good room. 

'Enier Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Bal- 
thazar; Don John, Borachio, Margaret, 
Ursula, and others^ masked, 

D. Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your 
fiiend? 

Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
say nothing, I am yours for the walk : and, espe- 
dally, when I walk away. 

D. Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

D. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour; for Heaven 
forbid the lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof; within 
the house is Jove. 

Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch'd. 

D. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

[ Takes her aside, 

Urs. I know you well enough ; you are signior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so ill-will, unless 
you were the very man : Here*s his dry hand up and 
down ; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit ? Can virtue Vdde \\&^^'^ 
Go to, mum, vou are he : graces m\\ «?pip^«c, «cA 
there's an end. 
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Beat. Will you not tell me who told you so ! 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful, — and that I had 
good wit out of the Hundred Merry Tales; —'V 
this was signor Benedick that saia so. 

Bene. What's he ? 

Beat. I am sure, you know him well enough 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he. 

Beat. Why, he is the prince's jester : a very 
fool ; only his gift is in devising impossible sland 
none but libertines delight in him ; and the c 
mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy ; 
he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and I 
they laugh at him, and beat him. 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, Fll tell 
what you say. 

Beat. Do, do : he'll but break a comparisoi 
two on me ; which, peradventure, not marked 
not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy ; 
then there's a partridge' wing saved, for the fool 
eat no supper that night. [^Music toithin.'} 
must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will le 
them at the next turning. 

[^Dance. Then exeunt all but Don Jo 
BoRACHio, and Claudio. 

D. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on H 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with ! 
about it : The ladies follow her, and but one v 
remains. 

Bora, And that is Claudio ; I know him by 
bearing.^ 

9 Carriage, demcaivowt. 
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D. John. Are not you signior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well ; I am he. 

D. John. Signior, you are very near my brother 
in bis love ; he is enamoured on Hero ; I pray you, 
dissuade him from her, she is no equal for his birth ; 
you may do the part of an honest man in it, 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

i>. John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would marry 
her to night. 

D. John. Come let us to the banquet. 

[Exeunt Don John and Borachio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Cl^udio, — 
Tis certain so ; — the prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things. 
Save in the office and afiairs of love : 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negotiate for itself. 
And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch. 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. ^ 
This is an accident of hourly proof, 
Which I mistrusted not : Farewell therefore. Hero ! 

Be-enter Benedick. 

Bene. Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud, Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own 
business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of? About your neck, like an usurer*s 
chain ? or under your arm, like a lieutenant's scarf? 
You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got 
your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

1 Passion. 

VOL. II. Y. 
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Bene, Wliy, that's spoken like an honest drover, 
so they sell bullocks. But did you think, the prince 
would have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho ! now you strike like the blind man ; 
*twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat 
the post. 

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. [JExd. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep 

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice shoula 

know me, and not know me ! The prince's fool I— 
Ha, it may be, I go under that title, because I am 
merry. — Yea; but so; J am apt to do myself 
wrong : I am not so reputed : it is the base, the 
bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the wodd 
into her person, and so gives me out. WeU, HI 
be revenged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where's the count? Did 
you see him ? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and, I think, I told 
him true, that your grace had got the good will of 
this young lady ; and I offered him my company to 
a willow tree, either to make him a garland, as being 
forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being worthy 
to be whipped. 

D. Pedro. To be whipped ! What's his fault ? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy; who, 
being overjoyed with finding a bird's nest, shows it 
his companion, and he steals it. 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression? 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been am\«&, the rod had beei 
tnade, and the garland too ; fox l\ve ^mVoh^W 
mve worn himself; and the rodYietDLi^tVa 
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stow'd on you, who, as I take it, have storn his 
bird's uest. 

D. Pedro, I will but teach them to sing, and re- 
store them to the owner. 

Bene, If their singing answer your sa3nng, by my 
faith, you say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to 
you ; the gentleman that danced with her, told her, 
she is much wronged by you. 

Bene, O, she misused me past the endurance of a 
block ; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, would 
have answered her ; my very visor began to assume 
life, and scold with her : She told me, not thinking I 
had been myself, that I was the prince's jester ; that 
I was duller than a great thaw ; huddling jest upon 
jest, with such impossible conveyance, upon me, 
that I stood like a man at a mark, with a whole army 
shooting at me : She speaks poniards, and every 
word stabs : she would have made Hercules have 
turned spit ; yea, and have clefl his club to make 
the fire too. Come, talk not of her. 

Re-enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leonato, and 

Hero. 

2>. Pedro, Look, here she comes. 

Bene, Will your grace command me any service 
to the world's end ? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send 
me on ; I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the 
&rthest inch of Asia ; bring you the length of Prester 
John's foot : fetch you a hair off the great Cham's 
beard ; do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather 
than hold three words' conference with this harpy : 
You have no employment for me ? 

D, Pedro, None, but to desire your good com- 
pany. 

Bene. O sir, here's a dish 1 love ivoV. \ \ casiwoX. 
endure my lady Tongue. \E»x\t' 

L 2 
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2). Pedro, Come, lady, come ; you have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. 

Beat, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; and 
I give him use'^ for it, a double heart for his single 
one : marry, once before, he won it of me with fiuie 
dice, therefore your grace may well say I have loit 
it. I have brought count Claudio, whom you sent 
me to seek. 

2). Pedro. Why, how now, count ? wherefore are 
you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

D. Pedro. How then? Sick? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

BeaU llie count is neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well: but civil, count; civil as tn 
orange, and something of that jealous complexion. 

D. Pedro. Ffaith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
true ; though, I'll be sworn, if he be so, his con- 
ceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy 
name, and fair Hero is won ; I have broke with her 
father, and his good will obtained : name the day 
of marriage, and (rod give thee joy ! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her my fortunes : his grace hath made Uie match, 
and all grace say Amen to it ! 

Beat. Speak, count, 'tis your cue.^ 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I 
were but little happy, if I could say how much.— > 
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours ; I give away 
myself for you, and dote upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop his 
mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak, neither. 

D. Pedro. In faith, lady you have a merry hear' 

Beat. Yea, my lord, I thank it, poor fool, it keei 
on the windy side of care : — My cousin tells hi 
in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

^ Interest. 3 Turn ; a pVitawi asaotk^iiafc^ 
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Beat^ Groodlord, for alliance ! — Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am sun-burned ; I may 
sit in a comer, and cry, heigh ho ! for a husband. 
2>. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you ? 

D. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat* No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working-days ; your grace is too costly to wear 
eveiy day: — But, I beseech your grace, pardon 
me : I was bom to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

2>. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to 
be merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, 
you were bom in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cry'd ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was 
I bom. — Cousins, God give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grace's 
pardon. JiExit Beatrice. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. There's little of the melancholy element 
in her, my lord : she is never sad, but when she 
sleeps ; and not even sad then ; for I have heard 
my daughter say, she hath often dreamed of un- 
happiness, and waked herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a 
husband. 

Zjeon. O, by no means; she mocks all her wooers 
out of suit. 

D. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Be- 
nedick. 

Leon. O, my lord, if they were but a week mar- 
ried, they would talk themselves mad* 

D. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go 
to church ? 

Claud. To-morrowy ray lord; Tvme ^"C^^'a* ^^ 
crutches, till love have all his rites. 
Zeoji. Not till Monday, my Aeat ^ori> vAvvOtv \* 

L 3 
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hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too, 
to have all things answer my mind. 

2). Pedro, Come, you shake the head at so long 
a breathing ; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us ; I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules' labours; which is, to 
bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice bto 
a mountain of affection, the one with the other. I 
would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not bat 
to fashion it, if you three will but minister such as- 
sistance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon, My lord, I am for you^ though it cost me 
ten nights' watchings. 

Claud, And I, my lord. 

D, Pedro, And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Hero, I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 

D, Pedro, Anil Benedick is not the unhopefullest 
husband that I know : thus far can I praise him ; 
he is of a noble strain*^, of approved valour, and 
confirmed honesty. I will teach you how to humour 
your cousin, that she shall fall in love with Bene- 
dick : — and I, with your two helps, will so practise 
on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick wit and 
his queasy^ stomach, he shall fall in love with Bea- 
trice. If we can do this, Cupid is no longer an 
archer ; his glory shall be ours, for we are the only 
love-gods. Go in with me, and I will tell you my 
drifl. [jEjctftm/. 

SCENE II. 

Another Room in Leonato'f House, 

Enter Don John and Borachio. 

D, Mm, It is so ; t\\e coutvV CV^vidio sliall marry 
the daughter of Leonato. 

■* Lineage. !»V»&U^vw&, 
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Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it. 

Z>. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
wiU be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure 
to him ; and whatsoever comes athwart his affection, 
ranges evenly with mine. How canst thou cross this 
marriage? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord : but so covertly 
that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

Z>. Johiu Show me briefly how. 

Bora* I think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much I am in the favour of Margaret, the 
waiting-sentlewoman to Hero. 

D. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady*s chamber- 
window. 

D. John. What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Gro you to the prince your brother ; spare not to tell 
him, that he hath wronged his honour in marrying 
the renowned Claudio (whose estimation do you 
mightily hold up) to a contaminated person, such a 
one as Hero. 

/}. John. What proof shall I make of that ? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look you 
for any other issue ? 

D. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. 

Bora. Go, then, find nie a meet hour to draw Don 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone: tell them, 
that you know that Hero loves me ; intend^ a kind 
of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as — in love 
of your brother's honour who hath made this match ; 
and his friend's reputation, who is thu& Wke \.o\^^ 
cozened with the semblance of a maid, — xVi^X. '^^^Sk. 
hmre discovered thus. They will scarce\^ \i^\\eNe 

^ Pretend. 
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this without trial : offer them instances ; which shall 
bear no less likelihood, than to see me at her cham- 
ber-window ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear 
Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them to see 
this, the very night before the intended wedding : 
for in the mean time, I will so fashion the xqatter, 
that Hero shall be absent ; and there shall ajppear 
such seeming truth of Hero's disloyalty, that jetp 
lousy shall be call'd assurance, and all the prepanh 
tion overthrown. 

D, John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, 
I will put it in practice : Be cunning in the working 
this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation,' and 
my cunning shall not shame me. 

/}. Johru I will presently go learn their day of 
marriage. \^Exaud. 

SCENE III. 

Leonato*^ Garden. 

Enter Benedick and a Boy. 

Bene, Boy, — 

Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book ; bring 
it hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy* I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that ; — but 1 would have thee hcncet 

and here again. [Lx/V Boy.] — I do much wonder, 

that one man, seeing how much another man is a 

fool when he dedicates his behaviours to love, will, 

af\er he hath laughed at such shallow follies in others, 

become the argument of his own scorn, by falling iu 

io\e : And such a man is Claudio. I have known, 

when there xvas no uuisvc \\\\\\\\\\\\VinxV v\\« ^S«>mr 

UMdiifc; and now hud \\c lavWt Wvw vW\si^MKV&^ 
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the pipe : I have known, when he would have walked 
ten mile afoot, to see a good armour ; and now will 
he lie ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a new 
doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the 
purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier; and 
now is he turn'd orthographer ; his words are a very 
fiuitastical banquet, just so many strange dishes. 
May I be so converted, and see with these eyes ? 
I cannot tell ; I think not : I will not be sworn, but 
love may transform me to an oyster ; but Til take my 
oath on it, till he have made an oyster of me, he 
shall never make me such a fool. One woman is 
£ur ; yet I am well : another is wise ; yet I am well : 
another virtuous ; yet I am well : but till all graces 
be in one woman, one woman shall not come in 
my grace. Rich she shall be, that's certain ; wise, 
ur ril none ; virtuous, or 1*11 never cheapen her ; 
fiur, or 111 never look on her ; mild, or come not 
near ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of good dis- 
course, an excellent musician, and her hair shall 
be of what colour it pleases. Ha ! the prince and 
monsieur Love ! I will hide me in the arbour. 

[ Withdratos. 

Enter Don Pedro, Leonato, and Claudio. 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this musick ? 
Claud. Yea, my good lord : — How still the even- 
ing is, 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 
2). Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid him- 
self? 
Claud. O, very well, my lord : the musick ended, 
We'll lit the kid-fox with a penny-worth. 

Enter Balthazar, xvith musick. 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we*l\ heat 1\\«X «»a^^ 
again. 
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Bahh, O good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander musick any more than once. 

D. Pedro, It is the witness still of ezcellency» 
To put a strange face on his own perfection : — 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

Balth. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing : 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 
To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ; 
Yet will he swear, he loves. 

D. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come : 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Do it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes. 

There's not a note of mine that's worth the notiiig« 

D. Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that b 
speaks ; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! [^Mu$idi 

Bene. Now, DtWne atV / now is his soul ravished! 
— Is it not strange, that sheep's guts should hak 
souls out of men's bodies? — Well, a horn for my 
money, when all's done. 

Balthazar sings. 
I. 

Balth. Sigh no more, ladies^ sigh no morcy 
Men toere deceivers ever; 
Onefoot in sea, and one on shore ; 
To (me thins constant never : 
Then sign not sOy 
But let them go. 
And be you blitn and bonny : 
Converting all your sounds qjf' xjooe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

II. 

Sing no more dittiesy sing no mo^ 
Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

' Mote. 
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The fraud of men 'was ever so. 
Since summer Jirst was leavy. 
Then sigh not so, Sfc, 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

BaUh, And an ill singer, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shifl. 

Bene, \_Aside.'] An he had been a do^, that should 
have howled thus, they would have hanged him ; 
andy I praj heaven, his bad voice bode no mischief! 
I had as lief have heard the night-raven, come what 
plague could have come after it. 

D.Pedro, Yea, marry; [To Claudio.] — Dost 
thou hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some ex- 
cellent musick; for to-morrow night we would have 
it at the lady Hero's chamber-window. 

BaUh, The best I can, my lord. 

D.Pedro. Do so : farewell. [^Exeunt Balthazar 
and musick,'] Come hither, Leonato : What was it 
you told me of to-day ? that your niece Beatrice 
was in love with signior Benedick ? 

Claud, O, ay ; — Stalk on, stalk on ; the fowl sits. 
[^Aside to Pedro.] I did never think that lady 
would have loved any man. 

Leon, No, nor I neither; but most wonderful, 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom 
she hath in all outward behaviours seemed ever to 
abhor. 

Bene. I8*t possible ? Sits the wind in that comer. 

[Aside. 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to 
think of it ; but that she loves him with an enraged 
affection, — it is past the infinite of thought. 

D, Pedro, May be, she doth but counterfeit. 

Claud. 'Faith, like enough. 

Leon. Counterfeit ! There never was co\sxi\.ei^^\X. 
of passion came so near the life of paaavou, ^ ^^ 
discovers it. 
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D.Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows die? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. 

\A9ide. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ! She will sit youy— 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

D. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaw 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been in- 
vincible against all assaults of affection. 

Leon. 1 would have sworn it had, my lord ; etpe- 
pecially against Benedick. 

Bene. {^Aside.'] I should think this a gull, but 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it : knaverj 
cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta'en the infection ; hold it up. 

lAnde. 

D. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick ? 

Leon. No ; and swears she never will : that's ber 
torment. 

Claud. Tis true, indeed ; so your daughter san: 
Shall /, says she, that have so oft encounter d Mm 
with scorn^ write to him that I love him f 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning 
to write to him : for she*ll be up twenty timei a 
night \ and there will she sit till she have writ a 
sheet of paper : — my daughter tells us all. Tlien 
will she tear the letter into a thousand half-pence: 
rail at herself, that she should write to one that 
she knew would flout her : I measure him, says she, 
by my own spirit ; for I should Jlout him^ if he writ 
to me ; yea^ though I love him, I should. 

Claud, Then down upon her knees she fidls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, and 
cries, O sv^eet Benedick / 

Leon. She doth indeed; my daughter says so: 
and the ecstasy hatVi so mwc^ Qis^TS^rc^e ber^ that 
my daughter is someUtue aSx^Sk^V^^'ss'^^^^^wr 
perate outrage to herseV^-. xxK^nctn \t>\^. 
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D. Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of 
it by tome other, if she will not discover it. 

CHaud. To what end? He would but make a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro* An he should, it were an alms to hang 
him : She's an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all 
suipicion, she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

D.Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Bene- 
dick. 

Leon. I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, 
being her uncle and her guardian. 

D. Pedro. I would, she had bestowed this dotage 
on me ; I would have dafiTd^ all other respects, and 
made her half myself: I pray you, tell Benedick of 
it, and hear what he will say. 

Leon. Were it good, think you ? 

Gaud. Hero thinks surely, she will die : for she 
says, she will die if he love her not ; and she will 
die ere she makes her love known ; and she will die 
if he woo her, rather than she will bate one breath 
of her accustomed crossness. 

D. Pedro. She doth well : if she should make 
tender of her love, 'tis very possible he'll scorn it ; 
for the man, as you know all, hath a contemptuous 
spirit. 

Claud. He is a very proper man. 

2>. Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward hap- 
piness. 

Claud. And in my mind, very wise. 

D.Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks 
that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

D. Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the 
managing of quarrels you may say he is wise ; for 
eiUier he avoias them with great aiscretioi^ or un- 
dertakes them with a most christian-Y\ke ^eat. 

« Thrown off. 

VOL. n. jy, 
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Leon. If he do fear God, he must neceasariljkeep 
peace ; if he break the peace, he ought to enter 
into a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

2). Pedro. And so will he do ; for the man doth 
fear God. Well, I am sorry for your niece : Shall 
we go see Benedick, and tell him of her love ? 

Claud* Never tell him, my lord ; let her wear it 
out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible ; she may wear her 
heart out first. 

D. Pedro. Well, we'll hear further of it by yow 
daughter ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well ; and I could wish he would modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unworthy so gooda 
lady. 

Leon. My lord, will you walk? dinner is ready. 

Gaud. If he do not dote on her upon thia, IinU 
never trust my expectation. [Ande. 

D. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for 
her ; and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another's dotage, and no such 
matter ; that's the scene that I would see, which 
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to 
call him in to dinner. {Adi»* 

^Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Lbomato. 

Benedick advances Jrom the Arbour. 

Bene. This can be no trick : The conference wn 
sadly borne. ^ — They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her 
affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, it 
must be requited. I hear how I am censured : they 
say, I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive the 
love come from her ; they say too, that she will 
rather die than give any sign of affection. — I did 
never think to marry: — 1 kvw^X. tiqI «eem ^roud: 

Serious\y earned ot\. 
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■ Happy are they that liear their detractions, aod 
' D put them to mending. They say, the lady is 
; 'tis 11 trutli, I caD bear them witness: and vir- 
is ; — 'tis so, I cannot, reprove it ; and wise, but 
; me: — By my troth, it is no addition to 
if wit ; — nor no great argument of her folly, for 
liirill be horribly in love witli her. — 1 may chance 
lonie odd quirks and remnants of ivit broken 
f, because 1 have railed so long against mar- 
; — But doth not the appetite alter ? A man 
sves the meat in liis youth, that he cannot endure 
I his age : Shalt quips, and sentences, and these 
er bullets of the brain, awe a man from the ca- 
r of his humour? No: The world must be 
When I said, I would die a bachelor, I 
1 uot think I should live till I were married. — 
nes Beatrice: By this day, she's a fair 
bdy : I do spy some marks of love in her. 



Enter Bi 

Be^. Against my will, I am sent to bid you come 
■ to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains. 

Beat. I took nu mure pains for those thauks, than 

a take pains to thank me : if it had been painful, 
wuld uot have come. 

Stne. You lake pleasure in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
'rife'a point, and choke a daw withal: — You have 
sHomach, signior; fare you well. [Exit, 

Beii4. Ha ! Against my will I am sent to bid you 
mu to dinner — there's a double meaning in that. 
\iaek MO more painsJoT those thanks, than tfou took 

' w to thank me — that's as much as to say, Any 

It tliat 1 take for you is ve easy as (hanks ; — If 

'• do not take pity of her, I am s villain ; if 1 do not 
kraJuT/ lout a Jew: I will go getUsT ^iXcline. 

■ H V 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

Leonato'^ Garden. 

I 

Enter Hero, Maroaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour; 
There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing ^ wiUi the Prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard'st us; 
And bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-suckles, ripen'd by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter ; — like favourites. 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it : — there will ibe 

hide her, 
To listen our propose : This is thy office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 

Marg. ril make her come, I warrant you, vre- 
sently. {^EsU, 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come. 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
When I do name him, let it be Uiy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Js little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by Vieaifta^ . '^ovi \^^'ci\ 
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Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasant'st andin^ is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream. 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 
Hero* Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

[ They advance to the botver. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, ner spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. ^ 

C7rf. But are ^ou sure, 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 
Herom So says the prince, and my new-trothed 

lord. 
UrSm And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 
Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it : 
Bat I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection. 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urt. Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed. 
As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Henh O God of love ! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 
But nature never fram*d a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 
XMsoain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot lQve^ 

' A species of hawks. 
M 3 
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Nor take no shape nor project of affection^ 
She is so self-endeared. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 

Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never yet ssir 
man. 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featm^d, 
But she would spell him backward : if iair-faced, 
She'd swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, nature, drawing of an antick, 
Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut : 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all wind : 
If silent, why a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 

Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commendable. 

Hero. No: not to be so odd, and from all fashions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 
But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 
She'd mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire. 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks ; 

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will 887. 

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, Til devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One doth not know, 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit. 
As she is priz'd to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as si^moi l^eu^^^^. 



SCXNXI.] ABOUT NOTHING. 123 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy ; signior Benedick, 
For shape, ror bearing, argument, and valour, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 

Hero* Indeed, he hath an excellent good name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it. — 
When areyou married, madam ? 

Hero. Why, every day ; — to-morrow: Come, go 
in; 
ni show thee some attires ; and have thy counsel. 
Which is the best to furnish me to-morrow. 

Vrs. She's lim'd I warrant you : we have caught 
her, madam. 

Hero. If it prove so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

\_Exeunt Hero and Ursula. 

Beatrice advances. 

Beat. What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be 
true? 

Stand I condemned for pride and scorn so much ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee ; 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band : 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. \_Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

A Room in Leonato'« House. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and 

Leonato. 

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be 
consummate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud, ril bring you thither, my lord, if yoaTI 
vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
the new gloss of your marriage, as to show a chiU 
his new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will onlj 
be bold with Benedick for his comjpany ; for, fiat 
the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he is aD 
mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bow- 
string, and the little hangman dare not shoot at him 
he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and his tongue 
is the clapper ; for what his heart thinks, his tongue 
speaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say I ; methinks you are sadder. 

Claud. I hope, he be in love. 

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there's no tme 
drop of blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love; 
if he be sad he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tooth-ach. 

D. Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it ! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
wards. 

D. Pedro. What ? sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm ? 
Bene. Well, Every one cvxixs^^V^t ^ ^^^Vsl 
he that has it. 

Claud. Yet say 1, Vie Vs Vn \o^e* 
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Z). Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
inless it be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises; 
IS, to be a Dutchman to-day ; a Frenchman to-mor- 
'onr ; or in the shape of two countries at once. Un- 
ess he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears 
16 hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you would have 
t appear he is. 

Ctaud, If he be not in love with some woman, 
iiere is no believing old signs : he brushes his hat 
)' mornings; What should that bode? 

D.Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been seen 
nth him ; and the old ornament of his cheek hath 
Jready stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by 
he loss of a beard. 

JD. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet : Can 
ou smell him out by that? 

daud. That's as much as to say. The sweet 
outh's in love. 

D. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melan- 
Jioly. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

D. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, 
[ hear what they say of him. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now 
crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops. 

D. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him : 
Conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

D. Pedro. That would I know too ; I warrant, 
one that knows him not. 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in despite 
of all, dies for him. 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. — 
Old signior, walk aside with me: I have studied 
eight or nine wise words to speak to 'joa, ^\vm^ 
(Aege hobby-horses must not hear. 

[£xeunt Benedick atidLiBO'RXio. 
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D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice. 

Qaud, 'Tis even so : Hero and Margaret have by 
this played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the 
two bears will not bite one another, when thej 
meet. 

Enter Don John. 

Z>. John, IVfy lord and brother, Grod save you. 

Z>. Pedro, Good den, brother. 

D. John. If your leisure served, I would speak 
with you. 

D. Pedro. In private ? 

D. John. If it please you ; — vet Count Claudio 
may hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns hin. 

D. Pedro. What's the matter? 

D. John. Means your lordship to be married to- 
morrow ? [7b CLAUDia 

D. Pedro. You know, he does. 

D. John. I know not that, when he knows what 
I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, 
discover it. 

D. John. You may think, I love you not ; let that 
appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I now 
will manifest : For my brother, I think, he holds 
you well ; and in dearness of heart hath holp to 
effect your ensuing marriage : surely, suit ill spent, 
and labour ill bestowed ! 

D. Pedro. Why what's the matter ? 

D. John, I came hither to tell you ; and, circum- 
stances shortened, (for she hath been too long a talk- 
ing of,) the lady is disloyal. 
Claud. Who? Hero? 

D. John. £ven she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero» 
every man's Hero. 

Claud. Disloyal? 

D. John. The word \% loo f^oodi Ui ^lA. '"^^ 
riciredneaa; I could aay» die ii«ie ^w»\'w* 
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you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder 
not till further warrant : go but with me to-night, 
you shall see her chamber-window entered ; even 
the night before her wedding-day : if you love her 
then, tOHnorrow wed her ; but it would better fit 
your honour to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so? 

D. Pedro* I will not think it. 

D. John, If you dare not trust that you see, con- 
fess not that you know : if you will follow me, I 
will show you enough ; and when you have seen 
more, and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Qimd. If I see any tning to-night why I should 
not marry her to-morrow ; in the congregation, where 
I should wed, there will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain 
ker, I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

D. John. I will disparage her no farther, till you 
ire my witnesses : bear it coldly but till midnight, 
and let the issue show itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 

OatuL O mischief strangely thwarting! 

D. John. O plaffue right well prevented ! 
80 will you sayt when you have seen the sequel. 

^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

A Street. 

Enter Dogberry and Verges, toith the Watch. 

Dqgb. Are you good men, and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too ^ood ^ot 
them, if they should have any aWegvaxvce vci X^^^tgl^ 
Mng cbasen for the prince's watcb. 
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Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desarden 
man to be constable ? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seacoil; 
for they can write and read. 

Dogh. Come hither, neighbour SeacoaL HeaTen 
hath blessed you with a good name : to be a well- 
favoured man is the gift of fortune ; but to write 
and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable, —— 
Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your an- 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, make no boast of 
it ; and for your writing and reading, let that appear 
when there is no need of such vanity. You are 
thought here to be the most senseless and fit man 
for the constable of the watch ; therefore bear yoa 
the lantern : This is your charge ; You shall com- 
prehend all vagrom men ; you are to bid any man 
stand, in the prince's name. 

2 Watch. How if he will not stand ? 

Dogb. Why then, take no note of him, but let 
him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch to- 
gether, and thank heaven you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince's subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince's subjects : — You shall also make no 
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble 
and talk, is most tolerable, and not to be endured. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk ; we know 
what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most 

quiet watchman; for I cannot see how sleeping 

should offend : only, have a care that your bills ^ be 

not stolen : — Well, you are to call at all the ale- 

houses, and bid those thai ace (\x\]lt\l %f2\ them to 

bed. 

^ Weapons ot tV\e vial<^tcve\i. 
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2 Watch. How, if they will not? 
Dogb. Why then let them alone till they are 
sober ; if they make you not then the better an- 
swer, you may say, they are not the men you took 
them for. 
2 Watch. WeU, sir. 

Dogh. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; and, 
for such kind of men, the less you meddle or make 
with them, why, the more is for your honesty. 
. 2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we 
not lay hands on him ? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office, you may; but, I 
tiunk, they that touch pitch will be defiled : the 
most peaceable way for you, if you do take a thief, 
it, to let him show himself what he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will ; 
mach more a man who hath any honesty in him. 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
nrnst call to the nurse, and bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us. 

Dogb. Why then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying : for the ewe that will 
iU>t hear her lamb when it baes, will never answer 
ft calf when he bleats. 
Verg. 'Tis very true. 

Dogb^ This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the prince's own person ; if 
you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him. 
Verg. Nay by'r lady, that, I thnik, he cannot. 
Dogb. Five shillings to one on% with any man 
^hat knows the statues, he may stay him : marry, 
)ot without the prince be willing : for, indeed, l\\^ 
^atcb ought to offend no man ; and it is acv o\!lqwc^^ 
3 stay a man against his will. 

VOL. ti. li 
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Verg. By'r lady, I think, it be so. 

Dogh. Ha, ha, ha! Well, masters, goodnight in 
there be any matter of weight chances, call up me 
keep your rellows' counsels and your own and gooi 
night. — Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch, Well, masters, we hear our chaige: le 
us go sit here upon the church-bench till two^ an 
then all to bed. 

Dogh, One word more, honest neighbours: Ipiv 
you, watch about signior Leonato's door ; (or tk 
wedding being there to-morrow, there is a grei 
coil to-night : Adieu, be vigitant, I beseech yoou 

[Exeunt Doobbrrt and VxioB 

Enter Borachio and Conradb. 

Bora. What! Conrade, — 

Watch. Peace, stir not. [ifitd 

Bora. Conrade, I say ! 

Con, Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Stand thee close then under this pen 
house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a tn 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch. [^ Aside."] Some treason, masters; y 
stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Jk 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villainy should be 
dear? 

Bora. Thou should'st rather ask, if it were pc 
sible any villainy should be so rich ; for when rii 
villains have need of poor ones, poor ones m 
make what price they will. 

Con. I wonder at it. 

Bora. That shows, thou art unconfirmed^: lb 
knowestf that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, 
a cloakf is nothing to a maxv. 

* UnpracUsed m iVie vi«s% ol x)aft fi«\^. 



I III.] ABOUT NOTHING. ISl 

t. Yes, it 18 apparel. 
ra» I mean, the fashion. 
t. Yes, the fashion is the &shion. 
ro. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool's the 
But see'st thou not what a deformed thief 
tshion is ? 

ikh. I know that Deformed ; he has been a 
liief this seven year; he goes up and down 
. gentleman : I remember his name, 
ra. Didst thou not hear somebody ? 
». No ; 'twas the vane on the house, 
m. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed 
this fashion is? how giddily he turns about all 
It bloods, between fourteen and five-and-thirty? 
n. All this I see ; and see, that the fashion 
I out more apparel than the man : But art not 
thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou 
dufled out of thy tale into telling me of the 
m? 

ra. Not so, neither : but know, that I have to- 
wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentlewo- 
by the name of Hero ; she leans me out at 
listress' chamber-window, bids me a thousand 
good night, — I tell this tale vilely: — I should 
tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and my 
^r, planted, and placed, and possessed by my 
*r Don John, saw afar off in the orchard this 
)Ie encounter. 

n. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 
TO. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio ; 
[le devil my master knew she was Margaret ; 
lartly by his oaths, which first possessed them, 
Y by the dark nieht, which did deceive them, 
chiefly by my villainy, which did confirm any 
er that Don John had made, away went Claudio 
1^ ; swore he would meet her as he was ap- 
«d, next moming'at the temple, andlYiece^X^^* 
be whole congregatiou^ shame liet mVVwVAX 

n2 
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he saw over-night, and send her home again without 
a husband. 

1 Watch. We charge you in the prince's mme, 
stand. 

. 2 Watch. Call up the right master constable : We 
have here recovered the most dangerous piece of 
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth. 

1 Watch, And one Deformed is one of them ; I 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Con, Masters, masters. 

2 Watch. You'll be made bring Defonned {(Mrdi» 
I warrant you. 

Con, Masters,— 

1 Watch, Never speak ; we charge you, let as 
obey you to go with us. 

Bora, We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of these men's bills. 

Con, A commodity in question, I warrant yon* 
Come, we'll obey you. [^ExeuMt, 



SCENE IV. 

A Room in Leonato*^ House. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero, Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, 
and desire her to rise. 
Urs, I will, lady. 
Hero, And bid her come hither. 
Urs. Well. lExitURnvU- 

Marg, Troth, I think, your other rabata^ were 
better. 

Hero, No, pray thee, sood Meg, 1*11 wear this. 
Marg, By my troth, it s not so good ; avd I war- 
ranty your cousm wiW say so. 
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Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art another : 

I wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if 

t hair were a thought browner : and your gown's 

nost rare fashion. I saw the duchess of Milan's 

wn, that they praise so. 

Hero* O that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth it's but a night-gown in re- 

ect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and laced 

th silver; set with pearls, down sleeves, side- 

seves, and skirts round, underbome with a bluish 

isel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and excel- 

at fashion, yours is worth ten on't. 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 

exceeding heavy ! 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero, Good morrow, coz. 
Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero. 'Tis almost 
e o'clock, cousin ; 'tis time you were ready. By 
f troth I am exoeedine ill :— hey ho ! 
Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband ? 
Beat. By my troth, I am sick. 
Marg, Get you some of this distilled Carduus 
»nedictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only 
ing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle. 
Beat. Benedictus ! why Benedictus ? you have 
me moral in this Benedictus. 
Marg. Moral ? no, by my troth, I have no moral 
waning ; I meant, plain holy-thistle. You may 
ink, perchance, that I think vou are in love: nay, 
'r lady, I am not such a fool to think what I list; 
r I list not to think what I can ; nor, indeed, I 
mnot think, if I would think my heart out of 
inkiii^;^ that you are in love^ or that you V\W\>eSsi 
e, or that you can be in love ; yet Benedict ^%9& 
I another, and now is he become a taask'. Ve 

N3 
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swore he would never marry ; and yet nowi in 
despite of his heart, he eats his meat wiUiout gnidg« 
ing ; and how you may be converted, I know not; 
but methinks, you look with your eyes as other 
women do. 

Beat, What pace is this that thy tongue keqN? 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the coimt, 
signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of 
the town, are come to fetch you to churcn. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. {^ExewA. 

SCENE V. 

Another Room in Lconato'« House. 

Enter Lkonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon, What would you with me, honest neigh- 
bour ? 

Dofrb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon, Brief, I pray you ; for you see, 'tis abufj 
time with me. 

Doffb, Marry, this it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon, What is it, my good friends ? 

Dofrb. (joodman Verges, sir, speaks a little of 
the matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not so 
blunt, as, I would desire they were ; but, in faith, 
honcHt, as the skin between his brows. 

^(erjr, Ves, I thank TiOiX) \ uxw ^ Vv»cwcat as any 
man iivini;, that is uu iM uuxti^ «a.^ tA Vk»oKsM& 
ihan L 
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Doeb* Comparisons are odorous : peUabraSy neigh- 
bor Verges. 

Leon, Neighbours, you are tedious. 
l)ogb. It pleases, your worship to say so, but we . 
"e the poor duke's officers; but, truly, for mine 
vn part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could 
id in my heart to bestow it all of your worship. 
Leon* All thy tediousness on me ! ha ! 
Doeb. Yea, and 'twere a thousand tunes more 
lan tis : for I hear as sood exclamation on your 
orship, as of any man m the city ; and though 1 
3 but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 
Verg, And so am I. 

Leon. I would fain know what you have to say. 
Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
)ur worship's presence, have ta'en a couple of as 
rant knaves as any in Messina. 
Dogb, A good old man, sir ; he will be talking ; 
I they say. When the age is in, the wit is out : it 
a world to see ^! — Well said, i'faith, neighbour 
erges: — well, an two men ride of a horse, one 
ust ride behind: — An honest soul, i'faith, sir ; by 
y troth he is, as ever broke bread : but, all men 
"e not alike ; alas, good neighbour ! 
Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of 
)u ; but I must leave you. 
Dogb. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have, in- 
2ed, comprehended two aspicious persons, and we 
ould have them this morning examined before 
3ur worship. 

Leon. Take their examination yourself, and bring 
me ; I am now in great haste, as it may appear 
3to you. 

Dogb. It shall be suffigance. 
Leon. Drink some wine ere you go; fare you 
eU. 

^ i. e. It 18 wonderful to see. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Meis. My lord, they stay for you to give ywr 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon. I will wait upon them ; I am ready. 

lExeuni Leonato and Messenger. 

Dogb. Go, ^ood partner, go, get you to Frandi 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and mkhom to the 
gaol ; we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you; 
here's that ITouching his forehead^ shall drive scrm 
of them to a non com: only get the learned writer 
to set down our excommunication, and meet me at 
the gaol. ' [Exaai. 



ACT THE FOURTH 

SCENE I. 

The Inside of a Church. 



Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, FrisTi 
Claudio, Benedick, Hero, and BsATRiciy 

Sfc. 

Leon. Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount their 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar. You come hither, my lord, to many thii 
lady ? 

Claud. No 

Leon. To be married to her, friar ; you come ta 
marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come YuAiec \jo \m i!ra3ccyu^.\» 
this count ? 
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Herom I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impedi- 
ment why you should not be conjoined, I charge 
youy on your souls, to utter it. 

ClautC Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count ? 

I^eon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O, what men dare do ! what men may do ! 
what men daily do ! not knowing what they do ! 

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Why, then some 
be of laughing, as, ha ! ha ! he ! 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar: — Father, by your 
leave! 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

D. Pedro, Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness. — 
There, Leonato, take her back again : 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 
She's but the sign and semblance of her honour: — 
Beholdi how like a maid she blushes here : 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itself withal ! 
Comes not that blood, as modest evidence. 
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear. 
All you that see her, that she were a maid. 
By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 
Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 

Gaud. Not to be married. 

Not knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, n you, in your ovitv \jioq.K. 
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Have Tanquifh'd the refutance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity— ^ 

Claud. I know what you would Mty; If I hue 
knownher, ^ ^ 

YouH say, she did embrace me aa a huabaady 
And so extenuate the 'forehand sin : 
N09 LeonatOy 

I never tempted her with word too hvge' : 
But, as a brother to his sister, showed 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to jroa? 

Oavd. Out on thy wemingl I wiU wnte 
It: 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb ; 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savage sensuality 

Hero. Is my lord well, tliat he doth speak ss 
wide*? 

Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not yoa ? 

D. Pedro. What should I speak? 

I stand dishonour'd, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a conunon stale* 

Leon. Are Uiese things spoken? or do I hot 
dream? 

D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these thiagi 
are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. True? O God! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 
Is this the prince? Is this the prince's brother? 
Is this face Hero's? Are our eyes our own? 

Leon. All this is so ; But what of this, my lord? 

Claud. Let me but move one question to your 
daughter; 

7 Ucentioui. *> ^VL^i. 
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nd by that &therly and kindly power 
^at you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leort, I charge thee do so, as tliou art my child. 
Hero. O God defend me ! how am 1 beset ! — 
niat kind of catechiziog call you this ? 
Ctaud. To make you answer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
Fith any just reproach ? 
"' \ud. Marry, that can Hero; 

itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
?hat man was he talk 'd with you yesternight 
ut at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 
Dw, if you are a maid, answer to this. 
Hero. I talk'd with no man at that hour, my lord, 
D. Pedra. Why, then are you no maiden. — 
Leonato, 
sorry you must hear : Upon mine honour, 
yself) my brother, and this grieved count, 
d see her, bear ber, at that hour lost night, 
ilk with a ruffian at her chacnber-window ; 

bath, indeed, most like a liberal'' villain, 
mfess'd the vile encounters they have had 
thousand times in secreL 
D. John. Fye, fye ! they are 

be nam'd, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
is not chastity enough in language, 
Ithuut offence, to utter them : Thus, pretty lady, 
un sorry fur tliy much misgovernment, 
Claud, O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been, 
half thy outward graces had been placed 
Sout thy thoughts, and couneels of thy heart ! 
Itt fare thee well, most foul, most fair I farewell, 
lOU pure impiety, and impious purity ! 
r thee I'll lock up all the gates of love, 
id on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 
I turn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 
id BCTcr shall it more be gracious, 

' 7'ijo free of tongue. 
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Leon. Hath no man's dagger here ^ point for me? 

[HERaxtooeMii. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin ? wherefore nnk 
. you down? 

D. John. Come let us go : these things, come 
thus to light. 
Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro, Don John, and 
Claudio. 

Bene. How doth the lady ? . 

Beat. Dead, I think ; — help, uncle ;— 

Hero ! why. Hero ! — Uncle ! — Signior Benedick! 
friar ! 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand ! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame, 
That may be wish'd for. 

Beat, How now, cousin Hero? 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up? 

Friar. Yea ; Wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ? Why, doth not every earthly 
thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood ?— 
Do not live, Hero : do not ope thine eyes : 
For did I think thou would'st not quickly die, 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches. 
Strike at thy life. Griev'd I, I had but one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame ' ? 
O, one too much by thee ! Why had I one ? 
Why ever wast thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I not, with charitable hand. 
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates ; 
Who smirched^ thus, and mir'd with infamy, 
/ might have said, No part of it is minej 
This shame derives itself from unknofumloxm? 

i Disposition oV t\v\t\gs. "^-^iJ^x^A.. 
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>at miiie^ and mine I loy'd, and mine I prais'd, 
Lnd mine that I was proud on : mine so much> 
liat I myself was to myself not mine, 
^aluing of her ; why, sne — O, she is fallen 
Dto a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 
lath drops too few to wash her clean again. 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient : 
or my part, I am so attir'd in wonder, 
know not what to say. 

Beat, O, on my soul, my cousin is belied ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last ni^bt ? 

Beat. No, truly, not; although, until last night, 
have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Lean. Confirmed, confirmed ! O, that is stronger 

made, 
Thich was before barr'd up with ribs of iron ! 
i^ould the two princes lie ? and Claudio lie ? 
Tho lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
iTash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ; let her die. 

Friar. Hear me a little ; 
or I have only been silent so long, 
jid given way unto this course of fortune, 
y noting of the lady: I have mark'd 
. thousand blushing apparitions start 
ito her face ; a thousand innocent shames 
I angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 
jid m her eye there hath appeared a fire, 
'o burn the errors that these princes hold 
.gainst her maiden truth : — Call me a fool ; 
rust not my reading, nor my observations, 
iliich with experimental seal doth warrant 
he tenour of my book ; trust not my age, 
[y reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
* this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
nder some biting error. 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be : 

hou seest, that all the grace that she Vv^xVv \^^> 

that she will not add unto her gu\\l 
MO of perjury ; she not denies it -. 
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Why seek'st thoii-then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero, They know, that do accuse me ; I knoir 
none: 
If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warranty 
Let all my sins lack mercy ! — O my father. 
Prove you that any man with me conversed 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintained the change of words with any creature, 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death. 

Friar* There is some strange misprision < in Ae 
princes. 

Bene. Two of them have the very bent of honour; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this. 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villainies. 

Leon, I know not ; If they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind. 
Both strength of limb, and policy of mind. 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them throughly. 

Friar. Pause a while, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead : 
Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed : 
Maintain a mourning ostentation : 
And on your family's old monument 

3 MiscoTkce^Uou. 
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lournful epitaphs, and do all rites 

ipertain unto a burial. 

. What shall become of this? What Mrill this 

do? 
% Marry, this, well carried, shall on her behalf 
! slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
: for that, dream I on this strange course, 
this travail look for greater birth, 
ing, as it must be so maintain'd, 
be instant that she was accused, 
e lamented, pitied and excus'd, 

2' hearer : For it so M\b out, 
at we have we prize not to the worth, 
we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and lost, 
lien we rack ^ the value ; then we find 
tue, that possession would not show us 
it was ours : — So will it fare with Claudio : 
le shall hear she died upon his wordsy 
» of her life shall sweetly creep 
I study of imagination ; 
ery lovely orsan of her life, 
3me appareird in more precious habit, 
lOving-delicate, and full of life, 
3 eye and prospect of his soul, 
hen she liv'd indeed : — then shall he mourn, 
sh he had not so accused her ; 
»ugh he thought his accusation true. 
} be so, and doubt not but success 
ihion the event in better shape 
can lay it do%m in likelihood. 
lU aim but this be levelled false, 
pposition of the lady's death 
ench the wonder of her infamy : 
it sort not well, you may conceal her 
t befits her wounded reputation) 
) reclusive and religious life, 
all eyes, tongues, minds, and iu^uxves^. 

♦ Over-rate. 
o2 
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Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise yoa: 
And though, you know, my inwardness ^ and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio> 
Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grie( 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. 'Tis well consented ; presently away; 
For to strange sores strangely they stram the 
cure : — 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day. 

Perhaps, is but prolonged ; have patience, and 
endure. 

[Exeunt Friar, Hero, and Leomato. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have yoii wept all this 
while? 

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wrong'd. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of 
nie, that would right her ! 

JBene. Is there any way to show such friendship? 

Beat. A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it ? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours< 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as 
you ; Is not that strange ? 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not : It 
were as possible ^r me to say, I loved nothing so 
well as you : but believe me not ; and yet I lie not; 
I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing : — I am sorry 
for my cousin. 

Be7ie. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lovest me. 

J^eat. Do not swear by \t) oxvd e^l vt« 
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Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and I 
rill make him eat it, that says, I love not you. 

Beat, Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene. With no sauce that can be devised to it : 
[ protest, I love thee. 

Beat. Why then, heaven forgive me ! 

Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour; I was 
ibout to protest, I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with lul thy heart. 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, that 
Done is left to protest. 

Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it : Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. I am gone, though I am here ; — * There is 
no love in you: — Nay, 1 pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice, — 

Beai. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. Well be friends first. 

Beai. You dare easier be friends with me, than 
Sght with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
:hat hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
voman ? — O, that I were a man ! — What ! bear her 
n hand until they come to take hands ; and then 
vith publick accusation, uncovered slander, unmi- 
igated rancour, — O, that I were a man ! I would 
3at his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window ? — a 
proper saying! 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice; — 

^ea/. Sweet Hero i — she i^ WTOtigeA> Aifc V^ 
andered, she is undone. 
^^f»e. Beat — 

o 3 
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Beat. Princes, and counties^! Surdji a princdy 
testimony, a goodly count-confect^ ; a sweet gallant^ 
surely ! O, that I were a man for his sake ! or that I 
had any friend would be a man for my sake ! But 
manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into coni- 
pliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
trim ones too : he is now as valiant as HerculeSi 
that only tells a lie, and swears it : — I cannot be t 
man with wishing, therefore I will die a woman with 
grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice ; By this hand, I love 
thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a sooL 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I will challenge 
him ; I will kiss your hand, and so leave you : By 
this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear account : 
As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, comfort 
your cousin : I must say, she is dead; and so, fare- 
well. l^Exeuni. 

SCENE II. 

A Prison. 

Enter Dogberry, Verges, and Sexton, in gowns; 
and the Watch, with Conrade and Borachio. 

Dogb. Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 
/ Vr/r. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 
Sexton. WTiich be the malefactors ? 
Dogb, Marry, that am I and my partner. 
Ferg. Nay, that's certain ; we have the exhibition 
to examine. 
Sexton. But which arc iVvc o&tvdLtT%\^v^X«ttVtt\ifc 
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xamined? let them come before master consta- 
te. 

Dogh* Yea, marry, let them come before me«— 
niat is your name, friend ? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Do^b. Pray write down — Borachio. Yours, 

nran? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is 
lonrade. 

Dogb. Write down — master gentleman Conrade. 
- Masters, it is proved already that you are little 
etter than false knaves ; and it will go near to be 
lought so shortly. How answer you for yourselves? 

Con. Marry, sir, we say we are none. 

Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you; 
ut I will go about with him. — Come you hither, 
rrah : a word in your ear, sir ; I say to you^ it is 
lought you are false knaves. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Dogb. Well, stand aside. — They are both- in a 
Ue : Have you writ down — that they are none ? 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way to 
xamine : you must call forth tbe watch that are 
beir accusers. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, that's the eftest way : — Let 
ie watch come forth — Masters,. I charge you, in 
le prince's name, accuse these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, sir,, that Don John, the 
rince's brother, was a villain. 

Dogb. Write down «- prince John a villain : — 
^y this is flat perjury, to call a prince's brother — 
llain. 

Bora. Master constable, — 

Dogb. Pray thee> fellow, peace ; I do not like 
ly look, I promise thee. 

Sexion. What heard you him say else? 

2 fVatcA. Marry, that be had received a\ho\i«axvi\. 

cats ofDoaJohn, for accusing the \aAy ^eto 
9ngfuJfy. 
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Dogh. Fiat burglary, as ever was commhtecL 
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 
Sexton. What else, fellow ? 

1 Watch, And that count Claudio did mean, 1^ 
his words, to disgrace Hero before the whde li- 
sembly, and not marry her. 

Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condenmed into 
everlasting redemption for this. 
Sexton, What else ? 

2 Watch. This is all. 
Sexton. And this is more, masters, than you cm 

deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in tUi 
very manner refused, and upon the grief of diii» 
suddenly died. — Master constable, let these dmb 
be bound, and brought to Leonato's ; I will go be- 
fore, and show him their examination. {EA 

Dogb. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in band. 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

Dogb. Where's the sexton ? let him write down 
—the prince's officer, coxcomb. — Come» Uad 
them : Thou naughty varlet ! 

Con. Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? Doit 
thou not suspect my years ? — O that tie were here 
to write me down — an ass ! — but, masters, re- 
member, that I am an ass ; though it be not written 
down, yet forget not that I am an ass :— No, tboo 
villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be proved 
upon thee by good witness. I am a wise feUow; 
and, which is more, an officer ; and, which is more, 
a householder: and, which is more, as pretty a piece 
of flesh as any is in Messina ; and one that knovi 
the law, go to ; and a rich follow enough, go to; 
and a fellow that V\aVV\ Vv^d lowes; and one that 
hath two ^own», and cNex^ vV\\v^\AKw^AmfiAi&aMrt^ 
h'lm : — Rring h'lm awa^. 0,^\MaX\'^aAL\««^'««^ 
clown — an ass. \jeiWM 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

Before Leonato*^ House, 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Ant. If you go on thus, you wiJ] kill yourself; 
And 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon, I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so lov'd his child, 
Whose loy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 
And bid him speak of patience ; 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain ; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 
la every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 
[f such a one will smile, and stroke his beard; 
Cry — sorrow, wag! and hem, when he should groan; 
Raich grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
iVith candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me, 
ind I of him will gather patience. 
3ut there is no such man : For, brother, men 
^an counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Vhich they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it, 
rheir counsel turns to passion, which before 
^ould give preceptial medicine to rage, 
letter strong madness in a silken thread, 
tarm ach with air, and agony with words •. 
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No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 

To those that wring under the load of sorrow, 

But no man's virtue, nor sufficiency, 

To be so moral, when he shall endure 

The like himself: therefore give me no counsd: 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement.^ 

Ant. Therein do men from children nodung 
differ. 

Leon. I pray thee, peace : I will be flesh and 
blood ; 
For there was never yet philosopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
However they have writ the style of gods, 
And made a pish at chance and sufferance* 

AnU Yet bend not all the harm upon yonndf ; 
Make those, that do oftend yo«, sufier too. 

Leon, Tliere thou speak st reason : nay, I wiD 
do so: 
My soul doth tell me, Hero is belied ; 
And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince^ 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastilj. 

D. Pedro. Good den, good den. 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lords, — 

D. Pedro. We have some haste, Leonata 

Leon. Some haste, my lord I — weU, fare yoo 
well, my lord : — 
Are you so hasty now ? — well, all is one. 

D. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 
man. 

Ant. If he could right himself with quairelliiig) 
iSome of us would lie low. 

Claud. V^o ^irtQiCk!^ him ? 

6 \dinoiC\uo 
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I. Many, 

hoa dost wroDg me ; thou dissembler, thou : — 
ever lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
Jiee not. ^ 

d. Marry, beshrew my hand, 

ould give your age such cause of fear : 
I, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 
I. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at 

me: 
c not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 
der privilege of age, to brag 
[ have done being youne, or what would do, 
[ not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head, 
last so wrong'd mine innocent child and me, 
am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 
vith grey hairs, and bruise of many days, 
allenge thee to trial of a man. 
thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 
ander hath gone through and through her 

heart, 
lie lies buried with her ancestors : 
a tomb where never scandal slept, 
his of her's fram'd by thy villainy. 
%tL My villainy I 

n. Thine, Claudio ; thine, I say 

Pedro, You say not right, old man. 
»• My lord, my lord, 

>ve it on his body, if he dare ; 
te his iHce fence, and his active practice, 
]ay of youth, and bloom of lustyhood. 
ud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 
»• Canst thou so da£P me ? Thou hast kilFd 

my child ; 
2 kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 
. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 
lat's no matter; let him kill one first ; — 
le and wear me, — let him answer mc,— 
(bllow me, boy; come, boy, follow me** 
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Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining ^ fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, 1 will. 

Leon, Brother, — 

AnU Content yourself: God knows, Ilov'diDT 
niece ; 
And she is dead, slandered to death by villains : 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed. 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 
Boys, apes, braggarts. Jacks, milksop» ! — 

Leon. Brother Antony,— 

AnU Hold you content; What, man! I knov 
them, yea. 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple: 
Scambling, out-facing, fashion-mong'ring -boyi, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave, and slander, 
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst, 
And this is all. 

Leon, But, brother Antony, — 

Ant, Come, 'tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

D.Pedro, Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ; 
But, on my honour, she was charged with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proofi 

Leon, My lord, my lord, — 

D, Pedro, I will not hear you. 

Leon. No? 

Brother, away : — I will be heard ; ^ / 

Ant. And shall, ; 

Or some of us will smart for it. y- 

\_Exeunt Leonato and ANTOKia 

9 Thrusting. 
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Enter Benedick. 

D* Pedro. See, see; here comes the man we 
went to seek. 

Claud, Now, signior ! what news ? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

2). Pedro, Welcome, signior : You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud, We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 

D.Pedro, Lepnato and his brother : What think*st 
thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should have been 
too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour. 
I came to seek you both. 

Claud, We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high-proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bene, It is in my scabbard ; shall I draw it ? 

D, Pedro, Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Claud, Never any did so, though very many have 
been beside their wit. — I will bid thee draw, as we 
do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro, As 1 am an honest man, he looks pale : 
— Art thou sick, or angry ? 

Claud, What ! courage, man ! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to kill 

care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an 
you charge it against me : — I pray you, choose 
another subject. 

Claud, Nay, then give him another staff; tliis last 
was broke cross. 

D. Pedro, By this light, he changes more and 
more ; I think, he be angry indeed. 

Gaud, If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall 1 speak a word in your car ? 

daud, Hesiven bless me from a c\\a\\v^w^^\ 

^(fm'. You are a villain ; — 1 jest uoX, \ — \ '^'^ 
VOL. //. i> 
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make it good how you dare, with what you dire, 
and when you dare : — Do me right, or f will pro- 
test your cowardice. You haye kuled a sweet lidy, 
and her death shall fall heavy on you : Let mebev 
from you. 

Claud, Well, I will meet you, so I may have good 
cheer. 

D. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Claud. I'faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to a 
calf 's-head and a capon ; the which if I do not carre 
most curiously, say, my knife's naught* — Shall I 
not find a woodcock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

X). Pedro. I'll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day : I said, thou hadst a fine wit: 
TruCf says she, a fine little one : No^ said I, a gnd 
wit; Right y says she, a great gross one : Nay^ said I, 
a good voit; Justy said she, it hurts nobody: rfay^ laid 
I, the gentleman is tvise; Certain, said she, a w« 
gentleman : Nay, said I, he hath the tongues ; ThA 
I believe, said she, for he stvore a thing to mew 
Monday night, vohich he forswore on Tuesday moniF 
ing; there's a double tongue ; there's tU}0 ionguei* 
Thus did she, an hour together, transshape thy par- 
ticular virtues ; yet, at last, she concluded with a 
sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and said, 
she cared not. 

X). Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly, she would love 
him dearly : the old man's daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all. 

D. Pedro. But when shall we set the savage buD'i 
horns on the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath. Here iudh 
Benedick the married man ? 

Bene. Fare you weWjbo^ \ -^oMVwyw twj toind; 
/ vriW leave you now to yowx ^owa^-^Kk.^ \eOTBwa\ 
you break jests as bTafj;garlR (Vo \)^evc W^^^^-^^ 
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hurt not. — My lord, for your many courtesies, I 
thank you : I must discontinue your company : your 
brother, the bastard, is fled from Messina: you have, 
among you, killed a sweet and innocent lady : For 
my lord lack-beard, there, he and I shall meet ; and 
tiU then, peace be with hinu [Exit Benedick. 

D. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, I'll war* 
rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

2>. Pedro, And hath challenged thee. 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

D. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit ! 

EnUr Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch, with 
CoNRADB and Borachio. 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then is 
an ape a doctor to such a man. 

D. Pedro. But, softyou, let be ; pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad ^ ! Did he not say, my brother 
was fled ? 

Dogb. Come, you, sir; if justice cannot tame you, 
she shall ne*er weigh more reasons in her balance : 
nay» an you be a cursing hypocrite once, you must 
be looked to. 

D. Pedro. How now, two of my brother s men 
bound ! Borachio, one ! 

Claud. Hearken afler their offence, my lord ! 

D. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men 
done? 

Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false re- 
port; moreover, they have spoken untruths: se- 
condarily, thev are smnders ; sixth and lastly, they 
have befied a lady ; thirdly, they have verified un- 
just things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

D. Pedro. First, 1 ask thee what t\\c^ Vvun^ ^^tk^ % 

* Serious. 
V 2 
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thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence ; sixth and 
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to condude, 
what you lay to their charge. 

Claud, Rightly reasoned, and in his own division; 
and, by ray troth, there's one meanine well suited. 
jD. Pedro. Whom have you offended, ma8tei% 
that you are thus bound to your answer? this learned 
constable is too cunning to be understood : What'i 
your offence ? 

Bora, Sweet prince, let me go no further to ndne 
answer ; do you hear me, and let this count kill me. 
I have deceived even your very eyes : what your 
wisdoms could not discover, these shallow fbob 
have brought to light; who in the nighty over- 
heard me confessing to this man, how I><»1 Jolm 
your brother incensed^ me to slander the lady 
Hero ; how you were brought into the orchard, and 
saw me court Margaret in Hero's garment ; how 
you disgraced her, when you should marry her: 
my villainy they have upon record ; which I had 
rather seal with my death, than repeat over to m? 
shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my masters 
false accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but 
the reward of a villain. 

X). Pedro, Runs not this speech like iron through 
your blood ? 

Clnud. I have drunk poison, whiles he uttered it 

X). Pedro, But did my brother set thee on to this? 

Bora, Yea, and paid me richly for the practice 
of it. 

D. Pedro, He is compos'd and fram'd of trea- 
chery : — 
And Hod he is upon this villainy. 

Claud, Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dogb, Come, bring away the plaintifis ; by thii 
time our Sexton halh xeVoxrcve^ «v^\«t LAonato of 
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le matter : And, masters, do not forget to specify, 
ben time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 
Verg, Here, here comes master signior Leonato, 
id the Sexton too. 

t-enter Leonato and Antonio, voUh the Sexton. 

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes ; 
!iat when I note another man like him, 
nay avoid him : Which of these is he ? 
Bora, If you would know your wronger, look 

on me. 
Leom. Art thou the slave, that with thy breath 

hastkiird 
ine innocent child ? 

Bora, Yea, even 1 alone. 

Leon, No, not so, villain; thou bely'st thyself; 
sre stand a pair of honourable men, 
third is fled, that had a hand in it : — 
hank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
icord It with your high and worthy deeds ; 
ras bravely done, if you bethink you of it, 
Claud, I know not how to pray your patience, 
1 1 must speak : Choose your revenge yourself; 
pose me to what penance your invention 
Q lay upon my sin : yet sinn'd I not, 
t in mistaking. 

D. Pedro, By my soul, nor I ; 

d yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
omd bend under any heavy weight 
at he*ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, 
at were impossible ; but, I pray you both, 
»ess ^ the people in Messina here 
w innocent she died : and, if your love 
1 labour aught in sad invention, 
9g ber oD epitaph upon her tomb, 

^ Acquaint, 

p 3 
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And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night;— 
To-morrow morning come you to my house ; 
And since you could not be my son-in-law. 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daugfatCTt 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead. 
And she alone is heir to both of us ; 
Give her the right you should have given her comini 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, noble sir. 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me! 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leon, To-morrow then I will expect your ooming; 
To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack'd "* in all this wrong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not ; 

Nor knew not what she did, when she spoke to me; 
But always hath been just and virtuous. 
In any thing that I do know by her. 

Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not under 
white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offender, 
did call me ass : I beseech you, let it be remembered 
in his punishment : And also the watch heard them 
talk of one Deformed : they say, he wears a key in 
his ear, and a lock hanging by it ; and borrows mo- 
ney ; the which he hath used so long, and never 
paid, that now men grow hard-hearted, and wfll 
lend nothing : Pray you, examine him upon tfait 
point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest painSi 

Dogb. Your worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth. 

Leon. There's for thy pains. Go, I discharge 
thee of thy prisoner, atvd \ tVvtvwVL iUqc. 

Dnob, I leave an aTrt\tvlVtvaN<i>NV\v>3wa^w^V 
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which, I beseech your worship, to correct yourself, 
for the example of others. I wish your worship 
well : I humbly give you leave to depart.— Come, 
neighbour. 

[^Exeunt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch. 
Leon, Until to-morrow morning, lords, iarewell. 
Ant. Farewelly my lords ; we look for you to- 
morrow. 
D. Pedro. We will not fail. 
Claud. To-night Til mourn with Hero. 

[Exeunt Don Pedro and Claudio. 
Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we'll talk with 
Margaret, 
How her acquaintance grew with this lewd ^ fellow. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 

Leonato'j Garden. 

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting. 

Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Marwet, de- 
serve well at my hands, by helping me to uie speech 
of Beatrice. 

Mare. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty ? 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth, 
thou deservest it. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you. 

lExit Margaret. 

Befie. [Singing.] 

The god of love. 
That sits above, 
And knows me, and Ainotvs me. 
How pitiful I deservcy — 

•' Wickiid, 
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I mean, in singing : but in loving, — Leander Um 
good swimmer, Troilus the first employer of pan- 
dare, and a whole book full of these quondam cir- 
pet-mongers, whose names yet run smoothly in the 
even road of a blank verse, why, they were never so 
truly turned over and over as my poor self, in love : 
Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have tried ; I 
can find out no rhyme to lady but haby^ an innocent 
rhyme ; for scorriy hortiy a hard rhyme ; for 9ckwi% 
fcid^ a babbling rhyme; very ominous ending! : 
No, I was not born under a rhyming planet, nor I 
cannot woo in festival terms. 

Enter Beatrice. . 

Sweet Beatrice, would'st thou come when I called 
thee? 

Beat, Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bene, O, stay but till then ! 

Beat. Theny is spoken ; fare you well now:— -and 
yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, which 
IS, with knowing what hath passed between you and 
Claudio. 

Bene, Only foul words ; and thereupon I will kiss 
thee. 

Beat, Foul words are but foul breath, and foul 
breath is noisome ; therefore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene, Thou hast frighted the word out of his right 
sense, so forcible is thy wit : But, I must tell thee 
plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; and either 
1 must shortly hear irom him, or I will subscribe him 
a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell me, for 
which of my bad parts didst thou first fiUl in love 
with me ? 

Beat, For them altogether ; which maintained so 
politick a state of evil, that they will not admit anv 
good part to intermingle vrvVVv uvewv. ^>aX.WV««k 
•/'jny good parts Jtd you Icit^X. ^\>S«i \w^ Sox \sNfct 
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Bene, Qufier love ; a good epithet ! I do suffer 
love, indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat. In spite of your heart, I think ; alas ! poor 
heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yours ; for I will never love that which my friend 
hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession : there's 
not one wise man among twenty that will praise 
himself* 

^€11^* An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
lived in the time of good neighbours : if a man do 
not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he 
shall live no longer in monument, than the bell 
rings, and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you ? 

Bene. Question? — Why, an hour in clamour, 
and a quarter in rheum: Therefore it is most ex- 
pedient for the wise, (if Don Worm his conscience 
find no impediment to the contrary,) to be the 
trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to myself: So 
much for praising myself, (who, I myself will bear 
witness, is pndse-worthy,) and now tell me, How 
doth your cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you ? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend: there 
will I leave you too, for here conies one in haste. 

Enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle; 
yonder's old coil^ at home: it is proved, my lady 
Hero hath been falsely accused, the Prince and 
Claudio mightily abused; and Don John is the 

e Stir. 
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author of all, who is fled and gone : will you come 
presently ? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior? 

Bene, I will live in thy heart, be buried in thy 
eyes, and will go with thee to thy uncle's* 

lEaeMMU 



SC£NB III. 

The Inside of a Church, 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and AttendantSr 
with munch and tapers, 

Claud, Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
AUen, It is, my lord. 
Claud. [^Readsjrom a scroU,'] 

Done to death by slanderous tongues 

Was the Hero that here lies : 
Death, in guerdon'^ of her turongSf 

Gives her fame which never dtes : 
So the life, that died with shame^ 
Lives in death with glorious fome. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [affixing it 
Praising her when I am dumb, — 

Now, musick, sound, and sing your solemn hymn. 

BONO. 

Pardon, Goddess of the night. 
Those that slew thy virgin knight ; 
For the which, with songs of woe. 
Round about her tomb tKeij ^o. 

1 Banhvx^. 
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Midnighty assist our moan ; 
Help us to sigh andgroauy 

aewoilyy heavily: 
Graves^ yawn, and yield youi deadj 
Till death be uttered. 

Heavily, heavily. 

id. Now, unto thy bones good night ! 

Yearly will I do this nte* 
Pedro. Grood morrow, masters; put your 

torches out: 
le wolves have prey 'd ; and look, the gentle day, 
the wheels of Phoebus, round about 
tpples the drowsy east with spots of spray : 
B t9 you all, and leave us ; fare you well. 
td. Good morrow, masters ; each his several 

way; 
^edro. Come, let us hence, and put on other 

weeds; 
len to Leonato*s we will go. 
td. And, Hymen, now with luckier issue 

speed's, 
Jiis, for whom we render'd up this woe ! 

\jc*x€unt» 



SCENE IV. 

A Room in Leonato*^ House. 

Leonato, Antonio, Benedick, Beatrice, 
Ursula, Friar, and Hero. 

(T. Did I not tell you she was innocent? 
1. So are the prince and Claudio, who ac- 

cu8*d her, 
be error that you heard debited i 
rgaret was in some fault for tVua; 
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Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all die Question* 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so wdl. 
' Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enibrc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 
And, when I send for you, come hither mask'd : 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me : — You know your office, brother ; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter. 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladies, 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance* 

Bene. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I thinL 

Friar. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one oT them.-- 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her : Tis moit 
true. 

Bene. And I do with an eye of love reouite her- 

Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from 
me. 
From Claudio and the prince; But what's your 
will? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
In the estate of honourable marriage ; — 
In which, good friar, I shall desire ^our help. 

Leon. My heart is with your likmg. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here comes the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, toith Attendants. 

D» Pedro. Good mortONVlo \\»&Imx vA^^ly. 
Leon. Good morroYr, ipt\tvcft\ ^kA xdrkw^x 
Claudio ; 



/ 
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^e here attend you ; are you yet determined 
To*day to marry with my brother's daughter ? 

Claud* I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 

Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar 
ready. [^Exit Antonio. 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedicli: : Why, what's 
the matter, 
That you haye such a February face. 
So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull: — 
Tush, fear noty man, we'll tip thy horns with gold. 

Re^enier Antonio, mth the Ladies masked. 

For this I owe you: here comes other reckon- 
ings. 
Which is the lady I must seize upon ? 
Anl* This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, then she's mine : Sweet, let mc see 

your face. 
Leon. No, that you shall not, till you take her 
hand. 
Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 
I am your husband, if you like of me. 
Hero. And when I lived, I was your other wife : 

[ Unmasking. 
And when you loved, you were my other husband. 
Claud. Another Hero ? 
Hero. Nothing certainer : 

One Hero died defam'd ; but I do live. 
And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 
D. Pedro. The former Hero! Hero that is dead ! 
Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 

lived. 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualify ; 
When, afler that the holy rites arc ended, 
111 tell you largely of fair Hero's deatVi; 

VOL. if, o 
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Mean time, let wonder seem familiar^ 
And to the chapel let us presently. 
Bene. Soft and fiur, friar. — Wnich is Beatrice? 
Beat, I answer to that name ; [ l/ipimaiiiti^.] 

What is your will ? 
Bene, Do not you love me ? 
Beat, No, no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prinoe, 
and Claudio, 
Have been deceived ; for they swcnre you did. 
Beat, Do you not love me ? 
Bene. No, no more than retiOD. 

Beat. Why, then my cousin, Margaret, and 
Ursula, 
Are much deceived ; for they did swear yoa did. 
Bene: They swore that you were almost sick ftr 

me. 
Beat, They swore that you were well-nigh dead 

for me. 
Bene, 'Tis no such matter : — Then, you do not 

love me? 
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon, Come, cousin^ I am sure you love the gea* 

tleman. 
Claud, And 111 be sworn upon't, that he lovei 
her; 
For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A haltinff sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here's another, 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene, A miracle ! here's our own hands agaimt 
our hearts ! — Come, I will have thee; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat, I would not deny you ; but, by this cood 
dayy I yield upon great i^eT«\]iaAVQcv\ vcid^ partly to 
save your life ; for I was x,o\^iwi^«t^ vsv ^^s*" 
sumption. 
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Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. — 

[Kissing her. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick the married 
man? 

Bene. Ill tell thee what, prince ; a college of wit- 
crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : Dost 
thou think, I care for a satire, or an epigram? No : 
If a man will be beaten with brains, he shall wear 
nothing handsome about him : In brief, since I do 
propose to marry, I will think nothing to any pur- 
pose that the world can say against it; and therefore 
never flout at me for what 1 have said against it ; 
for man is a giddy thing, and this is my conclu- 
sion* — For thy part, Claudio, I did think to have 
beaten thee ; but in that ^ thou art like to be my 
kinsman, live unbruised, and love my cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldst have de- 
nied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out 
of Uiy single life, to make thee a double dealer ; 
which, out of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin 
do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are mends : — let's have 
a dance ere we are married, that we might lighten 
our own hearts and our wives' heels. 

Leon. We'll have dancing afterwards. 

Bene. First, o'my word; therefore, play, mu- 
sick. — Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get 
thee a wife: there is no staff more reverend than 
one tipped with horn. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in 
flight. 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow ; I'll de- 
vise thee brave punishments for him. — Strike up, 
pipers. [Danct.-^ Exeutvt. 

** Because. 
Q 2 
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MIDJ^UMMER-NIGHT'S DREAM. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

Athens. A Room in the Palace of Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, and 

Attendants. 

The, Now, fair Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
Draws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
Another moon : but, oh, methinks, how slow 
This old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 
Like to a step-dame, or a dowager, 
Long withering out a young man*s revenue. 

Hip* Four days will quickly steep themselves in 
nights ; 
Four nights will quickly dream away the time ; 
And then the moon, like to a silver bow 
New bent in heaven, shall behold the night 
Of our solemnities. 

The. Go, Philostrate, 

Stir up the Athenian youth to merriments ; 
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
Turn melancholy forth to funerals. 
The pale companion is not for our pomp — 

[Exit Phllqstrai¥.. 
Hippolyta, I woo*d thee with my sword. 
And won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 
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But I will wed thee in another kcy» 

With pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

Enter Eosus, Hkrmia, Lysanpbr, ami 

Dembtkius. 

Kge. Happy be Thctcus, our renowned duke! 

'JVie. Thanks, good Egeui: What's the newt with 
thee? 

E^e. lull of vexation come I, with complaint 
Against my child, my daughter Hermia. — 
Stand forth, Demetrius ; — My noble lord, 
TliiH man hath my consent to marry her : -* 
Stand forth Lysander ;«— and, my gracious duke, 
This hatli bewitch*d the bosom of my child: 
Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhynci, 
And interchang'd love-tokens with mv child : 
Tliou hast by moon-light at her wincfow sung. 
With feigning voice, verses of fciirning love ; 
And stofn the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gauds, conceits, 
KnackM, trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats ; messengen 
(>f strong prevailmcnt in unhardcn*d youth : 
With cunning hast thou filch*d my daughter's heart; 
Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me. 
To stubborn ImrahncHH : — And, my grac?ious duke, 
Ik* it so she will not here before your grace 
(Jonsent to nmrry with Demetrius, 
I beg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 
As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 
Which hIuiH be either to tliis gentlenwn. 
Or to her death ; according to our law, 
Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Ilennia? bo advis'd, fair 
nmid : 
T(i you your father hIiouUI bo i\» a god ; 
One timt conipoHi\ ^uut WvlwIxqik \ ^^»9l^ and one 
To whom you arc hut \v» iv totux Viv 1l%x^ 
liy him imprinted, ami V\\\\\\\Vv\» V^"**^ 
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To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 
Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her* So is Lysander. 

The. In himself he is : 

But, in this kind, wanting your father's voice, 
Hie other must be held the worthier. 

Her, I would, my father look'd but with my 
eyes. 

The* Rather your eyes must with his judgement 
look. 

Her. I do entreat you grace to pardon me. 
1 know not by what power I am made bold ; 
Nor how it may concern my modesty, 
hi such a presence here, to plead my thoughts : 
But I beseech your grace that I may know 
The worst that may befal me in this case. 
If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

The, Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 
rherefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 
^¥hether, if you yield not to your father's choice, 
Sfou can endure the livery of a nun ; 
For aye to be in shady cloister mew'd. 
To live a barren sister all your life. 
Chanting faint hynms to the cold fruitless moon, 
rhrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 
To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 
But earthlier happy is the rose distilFd, 
Than that, which withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, lives, and dies in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord. 
Ere I will yield my virgin patent up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

The. Take time to pause : and, by the next new 
moon, 
[The sealing-day betwixt my love and me, 
Por everlasting bond o^ fellowship^ 
UpoD that day either prepare to dle> 
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For disobedience to your father's will ; 
Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : 
Or on Diana's altar to protest. 
For aye, austerity and single life. 

Dem. Relent, sweet Hermia ;-^ And, Lysander, 
yield 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. 

Lys, You have her father's love, Demetrius ; 
Let me have Hermia's : do you marry him. 

Ege, Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my lore; 
And what is mine my love shaU render him : 
And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys, I am, my lord, as well deriv'd bm he, 
As well possess d ; my love is more than lua ; 
My fortunes every way as fairly rank'd. 
If not with vantage, as Demetrius' ; 
And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 
I am belov'd of beauteous Hermia : 
Why should not I then prosecute my right ? 
Demetrius, V\\ avouch it to his heacC 
Made love to Nedar's daughter, Helena, 
And won her soul ; and she sweet lady, dotes, 
Upon this spotted ^ and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess, that I have heard so mudi» 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof; 
But, being over-full of self-afiairs. 
My mind did lose it. — But, Demetrius, come ; 
And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 
I have some private schooling for you both.— 
For you, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father's will ; 
Or else the law of Athens yields you up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 
To death, or to a vow of single life. — 
Come, my Hippolyta; What cheer, my love? — 
X>e/netrius, and £geu&, ^o «Iow^: 
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(t employ you in some business 
!i8t our nuptial ; and confer with you 
mething nearly that concerns yourselves, 
f. With duty, and desire we follow you. 

{^Exeunt Thbs. Hip. Ege. Dem. and train. 
s. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek 

so pale ? 
chance the roses there do fade so fast ? 
r. Belike, for want of rain ; which J could well 
im ^ them from the tempest of mine eyes. 
f • Ah me ! for aught that ever I coum read, 
I ever hear by tale or history, 
course of true love never did run smooth : 
either it was different in blood ; 
se misgraffed, in respect of years ; 
se it stood upon the choice of friends : 
* there were a sympathy in choice, 
death, or sickness did lay siege to it ; 
og it momentany ^ as a sound, 
as a shadow, short as any dream ; 
as the lightning in the collied ^ night, 
in a- spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
»re a man hath power to say, — Behold! 
aws of darkness do devour it up : 
lick bright things come to conmsion. 
r. If then true lovers have been ever cross'd, 
nds as an edict in destiny : 
let us teach our trial patience, 
ise it is a customary cross ; 
le to love» as thougnts, and dreams, and sighs, 
3S, and tears, poor fancy's ^ followers, 
r. A good persuasion ; therefore, hear me, 

Hermia. 
i a widow aunt, a dowager 
eat revenue, and she hath no child : 
Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
ihe respects me as her only son. 

bestow. ^ Moinentar\'. *B\acV., ^ViON^s. 
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There, gentle Hermia, may I many thee : 
And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : If thou lov'st me then. 
Steal forth thy father's house to-morrow night; 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Helena, 
To do observance to a mom of May, 
There will I stay for thee. 

Her. My good Lysander! 

I swear to thee, by Cupid's strongest bow ; 
By his best arrow with the golden head ; 
By the simplicity of Venus' doves ; 
By that which Imitteth souls, and prospers lovei; 
And by that fire which bum'd the Cartilage qneoi, 
When the false Trojan under sail was seen ; 
By all the vows that ever men have broke. 
In number more than ever women spoke ;^ 
In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Lys, Keep promise, love: Look, here comei 
Helena. 

Enter Helena. 

Her, God speed fair Helena! Whither awiqr? 

HeL Call you me fair ? that fair aeain unsay. 
Demetrius loves you fair : O happy mir ! 
Your eyes are lode-stars^ ; and your tongue's sweet air 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd's ear. 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds iqipear. 
Sickness is catching ; O, were favour ^ so I 
Your's would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go ; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye» 
My tongue should catch your tongue's sweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest Til give to be to you translated. 
O, teach me how you \ooV ; wi^ VwVv ^bAt art 
You sway the motion o£ l>etaeVc\\i^ \i«MV* 

« Pole stars. " eo\>\\V«wwM3t« 
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PT. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 
eL Oy that your frowns would teach my smiles 

such skill ! 
er. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 
eL The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
er. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 
el» None, but your beauty ; 'Would that fault 

were mine ! 
9r, Take comfort ; he no more shall see my face ; 
nder and myself will fly this place. — 
fs* Helen, to you our minds we will unfold : 
lorrow-night when Phcebe doth behold 
silver visage in the wat'ry glass, 
dng with hquid pearl the bladed grass, 
me that lovers' nights doth still conceal,) 
ugh Athens' gates have we devis'd to steal. 
iTm And in the wood, where often you and I 
I faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 
tying our bosoms of their counsel sweet : 
e my Lysander and myself shall meet ; 
thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 
3ek new friends and stranger companies, 
^ell, sweet plajrfellow ; pray thou for us, 
good luck grant thee thy Demetrius : 
i word, Lysander : we must starve our sight 
I lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. 

[Exit Herm. 
fs. I will, my Hermia. — Helena, adieu : 
lu on him, Demetrius dote on you ! [Exit Lts. 
d. How happy some, o'er other some can be ! 
ugh Athens 1 am thought as fair as she. 
vhat of that ? Demetrius thinks not so ; 
rill not know what all but he do know, 
as he errs, doting on Hermia's eyes, 

admiring of his qualities. 
^ base and vile, holding no quantity, 

can transpose to form and dignity. 

c. //. R 
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Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind ; 
And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind ; 
Nor hath love's mind of any judgement taste ; 
Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste : 
And therefore is love said to be a child. 
Because in choice he is so oft beguil'd. 
As waggish boys in game ^ themselves forswear, 
So the boy love is perjur'd every where : 
For ere Demetrius look*d on Hermia's eyne, * 
He haird down oaths, that he was only mine ; 
I will go tell him of fair Hermia's flight; 
Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 
Pursue her ; and for this intelligence 
If I have thanks, it is a dear expence : 
But herein mean I to enrich my pain. 
To have his sight thither, and back again. [£fd. 



SCENE II. 

The same, A Room in a Cottage. 

Enter Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, Quince, 

and Starveling. 

Qjtiin, Is all our company here ? 

Bot, You were best to call them generally, man 
by man, according to the scrip. 

Qtiin. Here is the scroll of every man's name, 
which is thought fit, through all Athens, to play in 
our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his 
wedding-day at night. 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play 
treats on ; then read the names of the actors ; and 
so grow to a point. 

Q,uin. Marry our play is — The most lamentable 
comedy f and most ctucX d^^lVv of Pyramus and 
Tbisby, 

« Sport. ^^1«&. 
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Bot» A very good piece of work, I assure vou, 
and a merry.-— Now, good Peter Quince, call rorth 
your actors by the scroll : Masters, spread your- 
selves. 

Quin. Answer, as I call you.— Nick Bottom, the 
weaver. 

Bot* Ready : Name what part I am for, and pro- 
ceed. 

Quin. You, Nick Bottom, are set down for Py- 
ramus. 

Bot. What is Pyraraus : a lover, or a tyrant ? 

Quin, A lover, that kills himself most gallantly 
for love. 

Bot* That will ask some tears in fthe true per- 
forming of it : If I do it, let the audience look to 
their eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in 
some measure. To the rest ; — - Yet my chief hu- 
mour is for a tyrant : I could play Ercles rarely, or 
a part to tear a cat in, to make all split. 

** The racing rocks, 

^* With shivering shocks, 

<< Shall break the locks 

<< Of prison-gates : 
" And Phibbus' car 
^* ShaU shine from far, 
'^ And make and mar 

«' The foolish fates." 

This was lofty ! — Now name the rest of the players. 
— This is Ercles' vein, a tyrant's vein ; a lover is 
more condoling. 

Qfifn. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Flu. Here, Peter Quince. 

Qtftn. You must take Thisby on you. 

Flu. What is Thisby ? a wandering knight ? 

QjiUn. It is the lady that Pyramus mu&t Von^. 

/7u. Nay, faith, let me not play a vioui«Xk\Ww^^ 
i beard coming, 

R 2 
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Qiait. That's all one ; you shall play it in a nuHk, 
and you may speak as small as you wilL 

Bot. An I may hide my face, let me play Thisbjr 
too : ni speak in a monstrous little voice ; — TUsHf 
Thisney — Ahy Pyramus^ my lover dear $ thy TkiAji 
dear! and lady dear! 

Quin. No, no ; you must play PyramuSi and, 
Flute, you Thisby. 

Bot. Well, proceed. 

Quin, Robin Starveling, the tailor. 

Starv, Here, Peter Quince. 

Q^in, Robin Starveling, you must play Thiiby*t 
mother. — Tom Snout, the tinker. 

Snoui. Here, Peter Quince. 

Quitt. You, P3rramus's father; myself Thisbj's 
father ; — Snug, the joiner, you, the lion's part :" 
and, I hope, here is a play ntted. 

Snug. Have you the lion's part written ? pray you, 
if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin. lou may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Bot, Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that 
I will do any man's heart good to hear me ; I will 
roar, that I will make the duke say, Let him roar 
again, Let him roar again. 

Quin. An you should do it too terribly, you would 
fright the duchess and the ladies, that they would 
shriek : and that were enough to hang us ful. 

All. That would hang us every mother's son. 

Bot. I grant you, friends, if that you should fright 
the ladies out of their wits, they would have no more 
discretion but to hang us : but I will aggravate my 
voice so, that I will roar you as gently as any sucking 
dove ; I will roar you an ^ 'twere any nightingale. 

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus; for 

Pyramus is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man, as 

oDe shall see in a 8ummeT*« <^^ \ a most lovely, 
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gentleman-like man ; therefore you must needs play 
^rramus. 

Bat. Well, I will undertake it. What beard were 
I best to play it in ? 

Qjuin, Why, what you will. 

Bat. I wiU discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, your pur- 
ple-in-grain beard, or your perfect yellow. 

Q^in. Masters, here are your parts : and I am 
to entreat you, request you, and desire you, to con 
them by to-morrow night; and meet me in the 
palace wood, a mile without the town, by moon- 
. fight ; there will we rehearse : for if we meet in 
the city, we shall be dog'd with company, and our 
devices known. In the mean time, I will draw a 
bill of properties ^, such as our play wants. I pray 
you, fail me not. 

Bo0» We will meet ; and there we may rehearse 
courageously. Take pains ; be perfect ; adieu. 

Qjutn, At the duke's oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough : Hold, or cut bowHstrings. ^ 

[^Exeunt 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

A Wood near Athens. 



Enter a Fairy at one door^ and Puck ai another. 

Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fai. Over hill, over dale. 

Thorough bush, thorough briar. 
Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough tire, 

ArUeles required in performing a play . » M. «X\ cs^t^V*, 

li 3 
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I do wander every -where, 
Swifter than the moones sphere ; 
And I serve the fairy queen. 
To dew her orbs ^ upon the green : 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 
In their gold coats spots you see ; 
Those be rubies, fairy favours, 
In those freckles live their savours : 
I must go seek some dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in eveiy cowslip's ear. 
Farewell, thou lob ^ of spirits, Fll be gone ; 
Our queen and all her elves come here anon. 
Puck. The king doth keep his revels hereto- 
night ; 
Take heed, the queen come not within his sig^t. 
For Oberon is passing fell and wrath. 
Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stolen from an Indian king ; 
She never had so sweet a changeling : 
And jealous Oberon would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forest wild : 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy. 
Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all her 

joy: 
And now they never meet in grove, or green, 
By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen,* 
But they do square ^ ; that all their elves, for fear, 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 
Fau Either I mistake your shape and making 
quite. 
Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
Caird Robin Good-fellow : are you not he. 
That frisht the maidens of the villagery ; 
Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the auem, ** 
And bootless make the breathless housewife chum ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm;' 

^ C-ircIes. "» A term o^ cotiXeow^X.. ^ "^msk^ 
- guarrd. • MiU. '^ ^«^ 
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Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 

Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 

You do their work, and they shall have good luck : 

Are not you he ? 
Puck. Thou speak'st aright ; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oberouy and make him smile, 

When I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a silly foal : 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip's bowl, 

In very likeness of a roasted crab ; ^ 

And when, she drinks, against her lips I bob. 

And on her wither'd dew-lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale. 

Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 

Then slip I from her, and down topples she, 

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 

And then the whole quire hold their hips, and loffe ; 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and swear 

A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 

But room. Fairy, here comes Oberon. 

Fau And here my mistress : — 'Would that he 
were gone ! 



SCENE II. 

Eitier Oberon, at one door, tvitk his train, and 
TiTANiA at another, noith hers. 

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 

Tita. What, jealous Oberon ? Fairy, skip hence ; 
1 have forsworn his bed and company. 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton : Am not I thy lord ? 

Tita. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
When thou hast stol'n away from fairy land. 
And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 
Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 

' Wild apple. 
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To amorous Phillida. Wliy art thou here, 
Come from the farthest steep of India ? 
But that, forsoothy the bouncing Amazon, 
Your buskin'd mistress, and vour warrior love, 
To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How canst thou thus, for shame, Titania, 
Glance at my credit with Hippolyta, 
Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 
Didst thou not lead him through the glimmering 

night. 
And make him with fair Mg\i break his fieuth, 
With Ariadne, and Antiopa ? 

Tita. These are the forseries of jealousy: 
And never, since the middle summer's sprmg, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead. 
By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 
Or on the beached margent of the sea. 
To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind. 
But with thy brawls thou hast disturbed our sport 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain. 
As in revenge, have suck*d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land. 
Have every pelting '^ river made so proud, 
That they have overborne their continents :* 
The ox hath therefore stretched his yoke in vain. 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green com 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain'd a beard : 
The fold stands empty in the drowned field. 
And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 
The nine men*s morris ^ is filled up with mud ; 
And the quaint mazes in the wanton ercen. 
For lack of tread, are undistinguishaMe : 
l*he human mortals want their winter here ; 
No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — ' 
Therefore the moon, die governess of floods, 

- Petty. ^ ViaivVs viV\v:>^ tovvvixtv >\\vsD.. 

•* Holes made for a vwimc \AaLNvs.^>a>j Visyj'^* 
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e in her anger» washes all the air, 
It rheiiinatick diseases do abound : 
d thorough this distemperature, we see 
B seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
\ in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 
d on old Hyems' chin, and icy crown, 
odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
as in mockery, set : The spring, the summer, 
3 childing ^ autumn, an^y winter, change 
»r wonted liveries ; and the *mazed world, 
their increase, now knows not which is which : 
i this same proseny of evils comes 
m our debate, from our dissention ; 
are their parents and original. 
)be» Do you amend it then ; it lies in you : 
y should Titania cross her Oberon ? 
) but beg a little changeling boy, 
be my henchman. ^ 

?iUt. Set your heart at rest^ 

I fairy land buys not the child of me. 
motner was a votVess of my order : 
1, irt the spiced Indian air, by night, 
I often hath she gossip'd by my side ; 
1 sat with me on Neptune's yellow sands, 
rking the embarked traders on the flood ; 
she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 
1, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 
I, for her sake, I will not part with him. 
)6e» How long within this wood intend you stay ? 
'^Ua. Perchance, till afler Theseus* wedding-day. 
ou will patiently dance in our round, 
i see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 
ot, shun me, and I will spare your haunts. 
^be. Give me that boy, and I will go with thee. 
"V/fl. Not for thy kingdom. — Fairies, away : 
shall chide down-right, if I longer stay. 

[Exeunt Titania, and her iraxtu 

umn producing flowers unseasonably. ^ V«S^« 
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Obe. Well, go tliy way : thou shalt not from tUi 
grove, 
Till I torment thee for this injury. — ■ 

My gentle Puck, come hither : Thou remembcr'ik y 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, \. 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back. 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song ; 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 
To hear tlic sea-maid's musick. 

Puck. I remember. 

Obe. That very time I saw, (but thou could'st not,) 
Flying between the cold moon and the earthy 
Cupid all arm'd : A certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 
And loos'd his love-shafl smartly from his bow, . 
As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts: 
But I nii^ht see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Quench u in the chaste beams of the wat'ry mooo; 
And the imperial vot'ress passed on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 
Yet marked I where the bolt of Cupid fell : 
It fell upon a little western flower, — 
Before,niilk-white; nowpurplewith love's wound,— 
And maidens call it, love-in-idleness. 
Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show'd thee once: 
The juice of it on sleeping eye-lids laid, 
Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 
Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again. 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck, ril put a girdle round about the earth 
in forty minutes. [^ExU Puck. 

Obe. Having once this juice, 

ril watch Titan ia when she is asleep, 
And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 
The next thing thew sVve y^wVatv^ looks u^on, 
(Be it on lion, beat, or yjoX^, ot \v^:^\^ 
On meddlinj; monkey, ot ow\\v\>i>j ^^^^ 
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all pursue it with the soul of love, 
e I take this charm off from her sight, 
2an take it, with another herb,) 
ce her render up her page to me. 
\o comes here ? I am invisible ; 
wHl over-hear their conference. 

iter Demetrius, Helena JbUomng him, 

u I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
is Lysander, and fair Hermia ? 
le ril slay, the other slayeth me. 
x>ld'st me, they were stoFn into this wood, 
ere am I, and wood ^ within this wood, 
le I cannot meet with Hermia. 
, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 
. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant ; 
it you draw not iron, for my heart 
! as steel : Leave you your power to draw, 
shall have no power to follow you. 
I* Do I entice you ? Do I speak you fair ? 
ther, do I not in plainest truth 
3u — I do not, nor I cannot love you ? ( 
. And even for that do I love you the more.' 
our spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 
lOre you beat me, I will fawn on you : 
e but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
3t me, lose me ; only give me leave, 
thy as I am, to follow you. 
worser place can I beg in your love, 
jret a place of high respect with me,) 
to be used as you use your doe ? 
tt. Tempt not too much the hatred of my 

spirit ; 
am sick, when I do look on thee. 
!• And I am sick, when I look not on you. 
». You do impeach ^ your mode&tj tooxaxxOc^^ 

Raving mad, n Bring \u que&dotv. 
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To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one tliat loves you not. 

HeL Your virtue is my privilege for that. 
It is not nighty when I do see your face, 
Therefore I tliink I am not in the night : ' 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of compaAy ; 
For you, in my respect, are all the world : 
Then how can it be said, I am alone^ 
When all the jvorld is here to look on me ? 

Dem, ril run from thee, and hide me in tbe 
brakes. 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

HeL The wildest hath not such a heart as yon. 
Run when you will, the story shall be chaDg'd ; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 
The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : Bootless speed ! 
When cowardice pursues, and valour flies. 

Dem. I will not stay thy questions : let mc go: 
Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

HeL Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field, 
You do me mischief. Fye, Demetrius ! 
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 
We cannot fight for love, as men may do ; 
We should be woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
ril follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 
To die upon ^ the hand I love so well. 

{^Exeunt Dem. and Hel. 

Obe, Fare thee well, nymph : ere he do leave 
this grove. 
Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. — 

Re-enter Puck. 

Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome, wanderer. 
Puck. Ay, there it \s. 
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I pray thee, ^ive it me. 
r a bank whereon the wild thynjc blows, 
3 ox-lips 1 and the nodding vio|et grows ; 
over-canopied with lush ^ wocklbine, 
sweet musk> roses, and with e^uitine : 
sleeps Titania, some time of tli^ night, 
in these flowers with dances and delight ; 
here the snake throws her enamell'd skin, 
wide enough to wrap a fairy in : 
nth the juice of this Fll streak her eyes, 
lake her full of hateful fantasies, 
thou some of it, and seek through this grove: 
set Athenian lady is in love 
ft disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 
) it, when the next thing he espies 
16 the lady : Thou shalt know the man 
3 Athenian garments he hath on. 
it with some care ; that he may prove 
fond on her, than she upon her love : 
K>k thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
k. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall do so. 

[^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Another part of the Wood. 

Enter Titania, mth her train. 

I. Come, now a roundel ^, and a fairy song ; 
for the third part of a minute, hence ; 
to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 
war with rear-mice ^ for their leathern wings, 
ke my small elves coats ; and some, keep back 

' The greater cowslip. ^ V\^tov\%. 

' A kind of dance. ^ Bii\^. 
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The clamorous owl, that nighly hoots, and wonden 
At our quaint spirits ^ : Sing me now asleep ; 
Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

SONG. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakes^ tvith double tongue^ 

Thorny kedge^hogs, be not seen ; 
Nevots * and blind-tvorms ^, do no torong ; 
Come not near our fairy queen : 

Chorus. PhUomely tvith melody ^ 

Sing in our snoeet luuabys 
LtUkif Ituta, lullaby; luUcy tutta^ httabg: 
Never karm^ nor spell nor ckamif 
Come our lovely lady nigh ; 
Soy good nighty unthhduiby. 

II. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you long4eg^d spinners hence : 
Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm, nor snaU, do no offence. 

Chorus. Philomel, voith melody, Sfc. 

1 Fai, Hence, away ; now all is well : 
One, aloof, stand sentinel. 

[Exeunt Fairies. Titania sleept- 

Enter Oberon. 

Obe. What thou secst, when thou dost wake, 
[^Squeezes thejlotver on Titania** eye-lids. 
Do it for thy true love take ; 
Love, and languish for his sake : 
Be it ounce ^, or cat, ox bear, 
Pard, or boar with bmt\eA.\v«LX, 

Sports. 6 Efts. 1 S\ov-^QttD». *'\>Ev^«ss^V!^ 
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f eye that shall appear 

I thou wak'st, it is thy dear ; 

>, when some vile thing is near. 3 [Exit, 



] 



Enter Lysander and Hermia. 

s. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 

wood; 
id to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 

rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 
id tarry for the comfort of the day. 
T. Be it so, Lysander : find you out a bed, 

upon this bank will rest my head. 

separation, as may well be said, 
mes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : 
r be distai\t : and good night, sweet friend : 
love ne*er alter, till thy sweet life end ! 
f«. Amen, amen, to that fair prayer, say I ; 
then end life, when I end loyalty ! 
I is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 
?r. With half that wish the wisher*s eyes be 
press'd ! [ Th^ deep. 

Enter Puck. 

wk. Through the forest have I gone. 
But Athenian found I none. 
On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower's force in stirring love. 
Night and silence ! who is here ? 
Weeds of Athens he doth wear : 
This is he, my master said, 
Despised the Athenian maid ; 
And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 
On the dank and dirty groutvd. 
Pretty soul \ she durst nolt We 
Near this iack-love, kiVl-cout\.e«.^. 

s 2 



192 midsummer-night's [act u. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 

All the power this charm doth owe*: 

When thou wak'st, let love forbid 

Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake, when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. [£rd. 

Enter Demetrius and Helena, runnings 

HeL Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Demetrim. 
Dem. I charge thee, hence, and do not haunt me 

thus. 
HeL O, wilt thou darkling^ leave me ? do not lO. 
Dem. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. 

[^ExU DBMBTRIUSi 

HeL O, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
The more my prayer, the lesser is my grace* 
Happy is Hermia, wheresoever she lies ; 
For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 
How came her eyes so bright? Not with salt tears: 
If so, my eyes are oflener wash'd than hers. 
No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 
For beasts that meet me, run away for fear : 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Do as a monster, fly my presence thus. 
What wicked and uissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia's sphery eyne?— 
But who is here ? — Lysandcr ! on the ground i 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound : — 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet 
sake. [ fVaking. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here shows art, 
That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart 
Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword ! 

//el. Do not say &o, li^«8ccA«t \ «a.^ \iQt so : 

'•* Possess. ^ ^^ ^'^ ^«^ 
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What though he love your Hermia? O, what 

though ? 
Yet Hermia still loves you : then be content. 

tsys. Content with Hermia ? No : I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 
Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 
Who will not change a raven for a dove ? 
The will of man is by his reason sway'd ; 
And reason says you are the worthier maid. 
Things growing are not ripe until their season : 
So I, bemg young, till no^ ripe not to reason ; 
And touching now the point of human skill, 
Reason becomes the marshal to ray will, 
And leads me to your eyes ; where I o'erlook 
Love*s stories written in love's richest book. 

Hd. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery born ? 
When, at your hands, did I deserve this scorn ? 
Is't not enough, is*t not enough, young man, 
That I did never, no, nor never can, 
Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius' eye, 
But you must flout my insufficiency ? 
Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do, 
In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 
I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refused. 

Should, of another, therefore be abus'd ! {Exit. 
Lys* She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep thou 
there ; 

And never may'st thou come Lysander near ! 

For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 

The deepest loathing to the stomach brings ; 

Or, as the heresies, that men do leave, 

Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy, 

Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 

And all my powers, address your Voveww^wA^V^ 

To honour Helen, and to be her kmy^VvVX V^xVXi 

s 3 
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Her. \^StarHng^ Help me, Lysander, help me! 
do thy best. 
To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast! 
Ah me, for pity ! — what a dream was here? 
Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear : 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 
And you sat smiling at his cruel prey : — 
Lysander ! what, remov'd ? Lysander ! lord 1 
What, out of hearing? gone ? no sound, no word? 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if your hear ; 
Speak, of all loves ^ ; I swoon almost with fear. 
No ? — then I well perceive you are not nigh: 
Either death, or you, Fll find immediately. [£af* 



ACT THE -^ttlRD. 

SCENE !. 

The same. The Queen of Fairies lying adeep. 

Enter Quince, Snug, Bottom, Flute, Snout, 

and Starveling. 

Bot. Are we all met ? 

Quin. Pat, pat ; and here's a marvellous conve- 
nient place for our rehearsal : This green plot shall 
be our stage, this hawthorn brake our tyring-houae; 
and we will do it in action, as we will do it before 
the duke. 

Bot, Peter Quince, — 

Quiti. What say'st thou, bully Bottom ? 

Bot, There are ihmgs \\\\K\* eovuedy of Piframus 
and Thisbcy that w\Y\ wcNVit \At^<i« VvwJL^V^Itwssa. 

^ By u\\ xXyoX \s ^^it. 
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; draw a sword to kill himself; which the ladies 
ot abide. How answer you that ? 
lout. By Vlakin ^, a parlous fear. 
an I believe, we must leave the killing out, 
1 all is done. 

7t. Not a whit ; I have a device to make all 
Write me a prologue : and let the prologue 
i to say, we will do no harm with our swords ; 
that Pyramus is not killed indeed : and for the 
i better assurance, tell them, that I Pyramus 
not P3rramus, but Bottom the weaver: This 
put them out of fear. 

an. Well, we will have such a prologue ; and 
all be written in eight and six. — 
rf. No, make it two more ; let it be written in 
t and ei^ht. 

iout. Will not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 
arm I fear it, I promise you. 
1^. Masters, you ^l^ght to consider with your- 
s : to bring in a lion among ladies, is a most 
Iful thing ; for there is not a more fearful wild* 
than your lion, living ; and we ought to look 

out Therefore, another prologue must tell, he 
t a lion. 

U. Nay, you must name his name, and half his 
must be seen through the lion's neck ; and he 
elf must speak through, saying thus, or to the 
defect, — Ladies, or fair ladies, I would wish 
or, I would request you, or, I would entreat 
not to fear, not to tremble : my life for yours. 
)u think I come hither as a lion, it were pity 
ly life: No, I am no such thing; I am a man 
:her men are : — and there, indeed, let him 
i his name ; and tell them plainly, he is Snug 
oiner. 
'/}f. WeU, it shall h^ so. But tVieteVs lYio\\Kt^ 

3 By our Jadylvin. 
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things ; that is, to bring the moon-li^t into achmi- 
ber : for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet by 
moon-light. 

Snug. Doth the moon shine, that night we plaj 
our play ? 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the alma- 
nack ; find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine. 

Quin, Yes, it doth shine that night. 

Bot, Why, then you may leave a casement of the 
great chamber window, where we play* open; and 
the moon may shine in at the casement. 

Qjuin, Ay ; or else one must come in with abuih 
of thorns and a lanthorn, and say, he comes to dis- 
figure, or to present, the person of moon-shine. 
Then, there is another thing : we must have a wall 
in the great chamber ; for Pyramus and Thi8by,nji 
the story, did talk through the chinks of a wall. 

Snug. You never can bring in a wall. — What 
say you, Bottom ? 

Bot, Some man or other must present wall : and 
let him have some plaster, or some lome, or some 
rough-cast about him, to signify wall ; or let hiia 
hold his fingers thus, and through that cranny iball 
P*yramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin, If that may be, then all is well. Come, at 
down, every mother's son, and rehearse your parts. 
Pyramus, you begin : when you have spoken your 
speech, enter into that brake '^ ; and so every one 
according to his cue. 

Enter Puck behind* 

Puck, What hempen homc-spuns have we swag- 
gering here, 
So near tiie cradle of the fairy queen ? 
What, a play toward? Y\\ V>fe wv ft,uditor ; 
An actor too, perbaps, \^ V *^^ e»xs&^* 

^ TVv\cVa\.. 
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Qdin. Speak, Pyramus : — Thisby, stand forth. 
P^r. Thisby i thejl&voers qfodiotu savours sweety — 
Quin. Odours, odours. 

PjT, odours savours svoeet : 

So doth thy breathy my dearest Thisby dear. — 
uty harky a voice I stay thou but here a nohiley 
And by and by IvMto thee appear* [^Exit. 

Puck, A stranger Pyramus than e'er play'd here ! 

[^ Aside. — Exit. 
This. Must I speak now ? 
Quin. Ay, marry, must you : for you must un- 
ifstand, he goes but to see a noise that he heard, 
id is to come again. 
This. Most radiant Pyramusy most lily-^ite of 

hucy 
Of colour like the red rose on triumphant briery 
^ost brisky Juvenal ^, atid eke most l&oely Jexvy 
As true as truest horsey that yet tooula never tire. 
V meet thecy PyramuSy at Ninny* s tomb. 
Quin. Ninus' tomb, man: Why you must not 
eak that yet ; that you answer to fVramus : you 
eak all your part at once, cues ^ and all. — Pyra- 
us, enter ; your cue is past ; it is, never tire. 

Rc'Cnter Puck, and Bottom xoith an Ass's head. 

This. Q, — As true as truest horsey that yet tvould 

never tire. 
Pty. If I voerejairy Thisby y I voere only thine : — 
Quin. O monstrous ! O strange ! we are haunted, 
ray, masters ! fly, masters ! help ! 

^Exeunt Clowns. 
Puck. 1*11 follow you, Yll lead you about a round, 
Through bog, through bush, through brake, 
through brier ; 

* Youn^ man. 

* The last words of the preceding speecVv^ >wYCv:\v wsw^ 
r bint to bim who is to speak next. 
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Sometime a horse I'll be, sometime a homd, 
A hog, a headless bear, sometime a fire ; 

And neigh, and bark, and grunt, and roaryand bun, 

Like horse, hound, hog, bear, fire, at every torn. 

[£nr. 
Bot, Why do they run away ? t-his is a launrm 

ofthem,tomakemiafeard. 

Re-enter Snout. 

Snout. O Bottom, thou art changed ! what do I 
see on thee ? [£A 

Bot. What do you see ? you see an ass's hetd of 
your own ; Do you ? 

Re-enter Quince. 

Quin. Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee ! thou ut 
translated. [JSid. 

Bot. I see their knavery : this is to make an tn 
of me ; to fright me, if they could. But I will not 
stir from this place, do what they can : I will walk 
up and down here, and I will sing, that thev shiU 
hear I am not afraid. iSingt' 

The ousel-cock, so black ofhue. 

With orange-ta'voney btUy 
The throstle tvith his note so true. 

The xvren xoith little quill ; 

Tita. What angel wakes me from my flowery betli' 

[Waking^ 

Bot. Thefinch^ the sparrom^ and the lark. 
The plain-song cuckoo gray^ 
Whose noteJuU many a man doth markf 
And dares not anstver, nay ; — 

for, indeed, who wouVd set Vv\% vivt to so foolish a 
bird ? who would gWe a\ntd V\v^\v^^^<q,>m^\«.^n 
cuckoo, never so? 
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pray thee, gentle mortaly sing again : 
18 much enamour'd of thy note, 
e eye enthralled to thy shape ; 
fair virtue's force perforce dotii move me, 
rst view, to say, to swear, I love thee, 
[ethinks, mistress, you should have little 
r that : And yet, to say the truth, reason 
keep little company together now-a-days : 
I the pity, that some honest neighbours 
lake them friends. Nay I can gleek ^ upon 

rhou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 

Tot so, neither : but if I had wit enough to 

f this wood, I have enough to serve mine 

. 

!Xit of this wood do not desire to go ; 

it remain here, whether thou wilt or no. 

>irit, of no common rate ; 

mer still doth tend upon my state, 

• love thee : therefore, go with me ; 

Jiee fairies to attend on thee ; 

r shall fetch thee jewels from the deep ; 

, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep : 

ill purge thy mortal grossness so, 

u shalt like an aiiy spirit go. — 

ssom ! Cobweb ! ^loth ! and Mustard-seed! 

Enter Jour Fairies. 

Ready. 

And I. 

And I. 

Where shall we go? 
Be kind and courteous to this gentleman ; 
lis walks, and gambol in his eyes ; 
Q with apricocks and dewberries, 

7 Joke. 
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With purple giapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 
The honey bags steal from the humble-bees. 
And, for night tapers, crop their waxen thighsi 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes: 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. 

1 Fai. Hail, mortal ! 

2 Fai. Hail ! 

3 Fai. HaU ! 

4 Fai. Hail ! 

Bot. I cry your worship's mercy, heartily.^ I 
beseech, your worship's name ? 

Cob. Cobweb. 

Bot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance, good 
master Cobweb : If I cut my finger, I shall make 
bold with you, — Your name, honest gentleman ? 

Peas. Peas-blossom, 

Bot. I pray you, commend me to mistress Squash, 
your mother, and to master Peascod, your rather. 
Good master Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of 
more acquaintance too. — Your name, I beseech 
you, sir? 

Mus. Mustard-seed. 

Bot. Good master Mustard-seed, I know } our 
patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox- 
beef hath devoured many a gentleman of your 
house: I promise you, your kindred hath made 
my eyes water ere now. I desire you more ac- 
quaintance, good master Mustard-seed. 

Tita. Come wait upon him ; lead him to my bower. 

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye ; 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower. 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. 

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently. 

[Exeunt. 
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Another part of the Wood. 

Enter Oberon. 

I wonder, if Titania be awak'd ; 
what It was that next came in her eye, 
she must dote on in extremity. 

Enter Puck. 

imes my Messenger. — How now, mad spirit ? 

light-rule now about this haunted grove ? 

c. 'My mistress with a monster is in love. 

> her close and consecrated bower, 

she was in her dull and sleeping hour, 

' of patches % rude mechanicals, 

ork for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

aet together to rehearse a play, 

!d for great Theseus' nuptial day. 

illowest thick-skin of that barren sort, 

irramus presented, in their sport 

t his scene, and enter'd in a brake : 

. did him at this advantage take, 

B nowl I fixed on his head ; 

lis Thisbe must be answered, 

rth my mimick comes : When they him spy, 

I geese that the creeping fowler eye, 

et-pated choughs, many in sort, 

md cawing at the gim's report 

bemselves, and madly sweep the sky ; 

lis sight, away his fellows fly : 

: our stamp, here o'er and o er one falls ; 

*der cries, and help from Athens calls. 

* Simple, fellows. 
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Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thu 

strong, 
Made senseless things begin to' do them wrong: 
For briers and thorns at their apparel snatch; 
Some, sleeves ; some, hats: from yielders ail thiogi 

catch. 
I led them on in this distracted fear, 
And left sweet Pyramus translated there : 
When in that moment ^so it came to pass,) 
Titania wak'd, and straightway Ipv'd an ass. 

Obe. This falls out better than I could devise. 
But hast thou yet latch'd ^ the Athenian's eyes 
With the love-juice, as I did bid thee do ? 

Puck* I took him sleeping, — that is finiih'd 
too, — 
And the Athenian woman by his side ; 
That, when he wak*d, of force she must be eyU 

Enter Demetrius and Hermia. 

Ohe, Stand close ; this is the same Athenian. 

Puch This is the woman, but not this the man* 

Dem, O, why rebuke you him that loves you lo? 
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe. 

Her. Now I but chide, but I should use tbee 
worse ; 
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse. 
If thon hast slain Lysander in his sleep. 
Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep. 
And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 
As he to me : Would he have stoPn away 
From sleeping Hermia ? I'll believe as soon. 
This whole earth may be bor'd ; and that the moon 
May through the centre creep, and so displease 
Her brother's noon-tide with the Antipodes. 
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t cannot be^ but thou hast murder'd him ; 
$o should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Dem. So should the murder'd look ; and so should I^ 
Pierc'd through the heart with your stern cruelty : 
)[et you the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 
\8 yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her. What's this to my Lysander ? where is he? 
A^h, good Demetrius, will thou give him me ? 
Dem. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv'st me past 
the bounds 
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him then ? 
Henceforth be never number'd among men ! 
O! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake; 
Durst thou have look'd upon him, being awake. 
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping? O brave touch ! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much? 
An adder did it ; for with doubler tongue 
Than thine, thou serpent, never adder stung. 
Dem. You spend your passion on a mispris'd ' 
mood : 
I am not guilty of Lysander's blood ; 
Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell. 

Her. I pray thee, tell me then, that he is well. 
Dem. And if I could, what should I get there- 
fore? 
Her. A privilege, never to see me more. — 
And from thy hated presence part I so : 
See me no more, whether he be dead or no. {^Exit. 
Dem. There is no following her in this fierce vein : 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remain. 
So sorrow's heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Which now, in some slight measure it will pay. 
If for his tender here I make some stay. [^Lies dtmtn. 
Obe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken 
quite. 
And laid the Jove-juice on somettueAoN^^iv^^'* 

> Mistaken. 
T 2 
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Of thy misprison must perforce ensue 
Some true-love tum*d, and not a false tum'dtrue. 
Puck. Then fate o'er-rules ; that, one man hold- 
ing trothy 
A million fail, confounding oa|li on oath* 

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look tnou find : 
All fancy-sick^ she is, and pale of cheer'. 
With sighs of love, that coat the fresh blood dev: 
By some illusion see thou bring her here ; 
I'll charm his eyes, against she do appear. 

Puck. I go, I go ; look how I go; 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. [Exi^ 
' Obe. Flower of this purple die. 
Hit with Cupid's archery, 
Sink in the apple of his eye ! 
When his love he doth espy. 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — 
When thou wak'st, if she be by. 
Beg of her for remedy. 



Re-enter Puck. 

Puch Captain of our fairy band, 
Helena is here at hand ; 
And the youth, mistook by me, 
Pleading for a lover's fee ; 
Shall ive their fond pageant see ? 
O, what fools these mortals be 1 

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make, 
Will cause Demetrius to awake. 

PucL Then will two at once, woo one; 
That must needs be sport alone ; 
And those things do best please me, 
That befal pxepo&\.Qio>3AV^. 

» Love-sick. ^ eo>Mv\«K»»Rfc. 
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Enter Lysander and Helena. 

^5. Why should you think, that I should woo 

in scorn ? 
:om and derision never come in tears : 
k, when I vow, I weep ; and vows so bom, 
. their nativity all truth appears. 
' can these triings in me se6m scorn to you, 
*ing the badge of faith, to prove them true ? 
eL You do advance your cunning more and 

more, 
lien truth kills truth, O matchless holy fray ! 
je vows are Hermia's : Will you give her o'er ? 
eigh oath with oath, and you will nothing weigh : 
r vows, to Ijier and me, put in two scales, 
even weigh; and both as light as tales. 
/«• I had no judgment, when to her I swore. 
el* Nor none, in my mind, now you give her 

o'er. 
/«. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not you* 
em. lAwaking.'] O Helen, goddess, nymph, 

perfect divine ! 
^hat, my love, shall I compare thine ey&e ? 
tal is muddy. O, how ripe in show 
lips, those kissing cherries, tempting grow ; 
; pure congealed white, high Taurus' snow, 
i'd with the eastern wind, turns to a crow, 
n thou hold*8t up thy hand : O let me kiss 
princess of pure wnite, this seal of bliss ! 
eL O cruel spite! I see you all are bent 
et against me, for your merriment. 
>u were civil, and knew courtesy, 
would not do me thus much injury, 
you not hate me, as I know you do, 
^ou must join, in souls'*, to mock me too ? 
)u were men, as men you are in gho^T) 
vouJd not use a gentle lady so ; 

^ Heartily. 
T 3 
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To VOW, and swear, and superpraise my parts, 

When, I am sure, vou hate me with your hearts. 

You both are rivals, and love Hermia ; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 

A trim exploit, a manly enterprise, 

To conjure tears up in a poor maid's eyes. 

With your derision ! none, of noble sort. 

Would so offend a virgin ; and extort 

A poor soul's patience, all to make you sport. 

Lys. You are unkind, Demetrius: be not so; 
For you love Hermia; this, you know, I know: 
And here, with all good will, with all my heart, 
In Hermia's love I yield you up my part ; 
And yours of Helena to me bequeatn, 
Whom I do love, and will do to my death. 

Hd. Never did mockers waste more idle breUli 

Dent. Lysander, keep thy Hermia ; I will none 
If e'er I lov'd her, all that love is ffone. 
My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojoum'd; 
And now to Helen is it home return'd; 
There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Dem, Disparage not the faith thou dost not kiio« 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby itdear.^ — 
Look, where thy love comes ; yonder is thy dear. 

Enter Hermia. 

Her. Dark night, that from the eye his functio 
takes, 
The ear more quick of apprehension makes ; 
Wherein it dotn impair the seeing sense, 
It pays the hearing double recompense : — 
Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found ; 
Mine ear, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 
But why unkindly didst thou leave me so ? 

L^s. Why shouid Vie ala.^ ^ viVvoia love doth pre 
to go ? 
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Her. What love could press Lysander from my 
side? 

Lys. Lysander*s love, that would not let him bide, 
Fair Helena ; who more engilds the night 
Than all yon fiery oes ^ and eyes of light 
Why seek'st thou me ? could not this make thee 

know, 
The hate I bare thee made me leave thee so? 

Her. You speak not as you think ; it cannot be. 

HeL Lo, she is one of this confederacy ! 
Now I perceive they have conjoin'd, all three. 
To fashion this false sport in spite of me. 
Injurious Hermia! most ungrateful maid! 
Have you conspir'd, have you with these contriv'd 
To bait me with this foul derision ? 
Is all the counsel that we two have shar'd, 
The sisters' vows, the hours that we have spent, 
When we have chid the hasty-footed time 
For parting us, — O, and is all forgot ? 
All school-days* friendship, childhood innocence? 
We, Hermia, like two artificial ^ gods, 
Have with our neelds ^ created both one flower. 
Both on one sampler, sitting on one cushion. 
Both warbling of one song, both in one key ; 
As if our hands, our sides, voices, and mmds, 
Had been incorporate. So we grew together. 
Like to a double cherry, seeming parted ; 
But yet a union in partition, 
Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 
So, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 
Two of the first, like coats in heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crowned with one crest. 
And will you rent our ancient love asunder. 
To join with men in scorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly : 

^ Circles. " ingenious. ^ l^ecd\«i^ 
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Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it ; 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Her. I am amazed at your passionate words: 
I scorn you not ; it seems that you scorn me* 

HeU Have you not set Lysander, as in sooniy 
To follow me, and praise my eyes and &ce ? 
And made your other love, Demetrius, 
(Who even but now did spurn me with his foot,) 
To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare» 
Precious, celestial ? Wherefore speaks he this 
To her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander 
Deny your love, so rich within his soul, 
And tender me, forsooth, affection ; 
But by your setting on, by your consent ? 
What though I be not so m grace as you. 
So hung upon with love, so fortunate ; 
But miserable most, to love unlov'd ? 
Tliis you should pity, rather than despise. 
Her, I understand not what you mean by this. 
HeL Ay, do, persever, counterfeit sad looks, 
Make mows^ upon me when I turn my back; 
Wink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up : 
Til is sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. 
If you have any pity, grace, or manners. 
You would not make me such an argument. 
But, fare ye well : 'tis partly mine own fault ; 
Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. 
Lm. Stay, gentle Helena ; hear my excuse ; 
My love, my life, my soul, fair Helena ! 
HeL O excellent ! 

Her. Sweet, do not scorn her so. 

Dem, If she cannot entreat, I can compel. 
Lys. Thou canst compel no more than she en- 
treat ; 
Tliy threats have no more strength, than her weak 
prayers. — 

^ \V\\ VjUCCa. 
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elen, I love thee ; by m^ life, I do; 

iwear by that which I will lose for thee, 

) prove him false,, that says I love thee not 

Dem. I say» I love thee more than he can do. 

Lys. If thou say so, withdraw, and prove it too. 

Dem. Quick, come, — 

Her. Lysander, whereto tends all this ? 

Lys* Away, you Ethiop ! 

Dem. No, no, sir: — he will 

iem to break loose; take on, as you would follow; 

at yet come not : You are a tame man, go ? 

Lys. Hane off, thou cat, thou burr : vile thing 

let loose ; 
r I will shake thee from me, like a serpent. 
Her. Why are you grown so rude ? what change 

is this, 
ireet lo^e ? 

Lys. Thy love? out, tawny Tartar, out ! 

Her. Do you not jest ? 

Hd. Yes 'sooth ; and so do you. 

Lys. Demetrius, I will keep my word with thee. 
Dem. I would, I had your bond ; for, I perceive, 
weak bond holds you; I'll not trust your word. 
Lys. What, should I hurt her, strike her, kill her 

dead? 
Ithough I hate her, 111 not harm her so. 
Her. What, can you do me greater harm, than 

hate? 
Ate me! wherefore? Ome! what news, my love? 
m not I Hermia ? Are not you Lysander ? 
am as ^r now, as I was erewhile. 
ince night, you lov'd me ; yet, since night you left 

me: 
^y, then you left me, — O, the gods forbid! — 
I earnest, shall I say ? 
Lys. Ay, by my life ; 

nd never did desire to see thee more. 
berefore, be out of hope, of queatlou^ doxihl) 
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Be certain, nothing truer ; 'tis no jest. 
That I do hate thee, and love Helena. 

Her. Ome! yoii juggler! you canker-bloMomM 
You thief of love ! what, have you come by night, 
And stoFn my love's heart from him ? 

Hel Fine, ilaithl 

Have you no modesty, no maiden shame, 
No touch of bashfulness ? What will you tear 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue ? 
Fie, fie ! you counterfeit, you puppet you ! 

Her. Puppet ! why so ? Ay, that way goes the 
game 
Now I perceive that she hath made compare 
Between our statures, she hath urg'd her hdgbt ; 
And with her personage, her tall personage. 
Her height, forsooth, she hath pr6vail'd withhioDir- 
And are you grown so high in nis esteem, 
Because I am so dwarfish, and so low ? 
How low am I, thou painted maypole ? speak ; 
How low am I ? I am not yet so low. 
But that my nails can reach unto thine eyes. 

HeL I pray you, though you mock me, gentl^ 
men. 
Let her not hurt me : I was never curst ^ ; 
I have no gift at all in shrewishness ; 
I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 
Let her not strike me : You perhaps, may think, 
Because she's something lower than myself. 
That I can match her. 

Her, Lower ! hark, agam. 

HeL Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. 
I evermore did love you, Hermia, 
Did ever keep your counsels, never wrong'd you ; 
Save, that, in love unto Demetrius, 
I told him of your stealth unto this wood : 
He follow'd you ; for love, I follow'd him. 

> A worm tViat Y^te^^ otiW^sol ^^^^xu 
4 ShrcNnsYi ot m\v^c^a^^« 
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hath chid me hence ; and threaten'd me 

ke me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 

)W» so you will let me quiet go, 

lens will I bear my folly back, 

•How you no further : Let me go : 

e how simple and how fond ^ I am. 

. Why, get you gone : Who is't that hinders 

you? 
A foolish heart, that I leave here behind. 
. What, with Lysander ? 

With Demetrius. 
Be not afraid: she shall not harm thee, 

Helena. 
t. No, sir; she shall not, though you take 

her part. 
. O, when she's angry, she is keen and 

shrewd : 
IS a vixen, when she went to school ; 
hough she be but little, she is fierce. 
'• Little again ? nothing but low and little ? — 
vill you suffer her to flout me thus ? 
e come to her. 

Get you gone^ you dwarf; 
linimus, of hindering knot-grass ^ made ; 
ead, you acorn. 

«. You are too officious, 

behalf that scorns your services, 
nr alone ; speak not of Helena ; 
DOt her part: for if thou dost intend^ 
so little show of love to her, 
shalt aby it. 

Now she holds me not ; 
bllow, if thou dar'st, to try whose right, 
ne or mine, is most in Helena. 

olish. 

cient)yknot'grRss was believed to pTe\eti\.\Vv^^a^^ 
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Dem. Follow ? nay, 1*11 go with thee, cheek by 
jole. [^ExeufU Lts. and Dm. 

Her. You, mistress, all this coil is long of yoa: 
Nay, go not back. 

//(C/. I will not trust you, I; 

Nor longer stay in your curst company. 
Your hsuids, tlian mine, are quicker for a fray ; 
My legs are longer thoueh, to run away. [Exi. 

Her. I am amaz'd, and know not what to say. 

lExitf fmnuing Hblbna. 

Obe, This is thy negligence : still thou mjstak*it, 
Or else commit'st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Did not you tell me, I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 
And so far blameless proves my enterprise^ 
That I have 'nointed an Athenian's eyes : 
And 80 far am I glad it so did sort. 
As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Obe. Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to 
fight: 
Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night ; 
The starry welkin cover thou anon 
With drooping fog, as black as Acheron : 
And lead these testy rivals so astray. 
As one come not within another's way. 
Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue. 
Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wrong ; 
And sometime rail thou like Demetrius ; 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, 
Till o'er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep : 
Then crush this herb into Lysander's eye : 
Whose liquor hath this virtuous property, 
To take from thence all error, with his might, 
And make his eye-balls roll with wonted sight. 
When they next waVe, a\\\\\\?»Oiw&\wv 
Shall seem a drcaw, as\CL^Tu\\\c%«.NVKvwv\ 
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And back to Athens shall the lovers wend % 
With lea^e, whose date till death shall never end. 
Whiles I in this affiiir do thee employ, 
rU to my queen, and beg her Indian boy : 
And then I will her charmed eye release 
From monster's view, and all things shall be peace. 
Puck. My fairy lord, this must be done with 
haste; 
For night's swift dragons cut the clouds full fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora's harbinger ; 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and 

there, 
Troop home to church-yards : and the spirits all, 
That in cross-ways and floods have burial. 
Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 
For fear lest day should look their shames upon, 
Hiey wilfully themselves exile from light. 
And must for aye consort with black-brow'd night. 

Obe. But we are spirits of another sort : 
I with the Morning's Love ^ have ofl made sport ; 
-And, like a forester, the groves may tread. 
Even till the eastern gate, all fiery red. 
Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 
But, notwithstanding, haste ; make no delay : 
We may effect this business yet ere day. {Jiixit Ob. 
Puck, Up and down, up and down ; 

I will lead them up and down ; 

I am fear'd in field and town ; 

Goblin, lead them up and down. 
Here comes one. 

Enter Lysander. 

Lys. Where art thou, proud Demetrius ? speak 

thou now. 
Puck, Here, villain, drawn and ready. Where art 

thou? 

'' ^o. 7 Cepholus, the paranvovLt o^ Nxvxox^. 

VOL. I J. u 
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Lys* I will be with thee straight. 
Puck. Follow me then 

To plainer ground. 

[Exit Ltsandbr, as Jbllawing the voke. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem, Lysander ! speak again. 

Thou runaway, thou coward, art thou fled ? 
Speak. In some bush ? Where dost thou hide thj 
head? 
Puck. Thou coward, art thou bragging to tlie 
stars, 
Telling the bushes that thou look'st for wars, 
And wilt not come ? Come recreant ; come, tbon 

child; 
1*11 whip thee with a rod : He is defird, 
That draws a sword on thee. 
Dem. Yea, art thou there? 

Puck. Follow my voice ; we'll try no manhood 
here. [JSifwrf. 

Re'Ciiter Lysander. 

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on : 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 
The villain is much lighter heefd than I : 
I followed fast, but faster he did fly ; 
That fallen am I in dark uneven way. 
And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

[Z./Vf awn. 
For if but once thou show me thy gray light, 
ril find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. \_Slerps. 

Re-enter Puck a7id Demetrius. 

Puck. Ho, ho \ Y\o, V\o\ Co^^td^ why conrst thou 

not? 
Dem. Abide me, \i iVvou <^«c'%x \ 'Iw ^^\m^v 
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>u runn*st before me, shifting ev'ry place ; 

d dar*8t not stand, nor look me in the face. 

lere art thou ? 

°uck. Come hither ; I am here. 

!)em. Nay, then thou mock*st me. Thou shalt 

buy this dear, 
5ver I thy face by day-light see : 
vr, go thy way. Faintness constraineth me 
measure out my length on this cold bed. — 
day's approach look to be visited. 

[^Lies dawn and sleeps* 



Enter Helena. 

Hel. O weary night, O long and tedious night, 

Abate thy hours; shine, comforts, from the east; 
at I may back to Athens, by day-light. 

From these that my poor company detest : 
d, sleep, that sometimes shuts up sorrow's eye, 
ial me awhile from mine own company. 

\_Sleeps* 
Puck. Yet but three ? Come one more, 

Two of both kinds make up four. 

Here she comes, curst and sad : — 

Cupid is a knavish lad. 

Thus to make poor females mad. 



Enter Hermia. 

Her, Never so weary, never so in woe. 
Bedabbled with the dew, and torn with briers ; 

lan no further crawl, no further go ; 
My legs can keep no pace with my desires. 

3re will I rest me, till the break of day, 

lavens shield Lysander, if they meaxi a ^tw}\ 

\Lies ddwati. 

u 2 
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Puck. On the ground 
Sleep sound ; 
ril apply 
To your eye, 
Gentle lover, remedy 
[^Squeezing the juice oh Lv8ANDER« cyr. 
When thou wak'st. 
Thou tak*st 
True delight 
In the si^t 
Of thy former lady's eye: 
And the country proverb known. 
That every man should take his own. 
In your waking shall be shown : 
Jack shall have Jill ; 
Nought shall go ill ; 
The man shall have his mare. a^n, and all shall be 
well. [Exit Puck. — ^Dem. Hsl. &c. sleep. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I; 

The same. 

Enter Titania and Bottom, Fairies attending; 

Oberon behind unseen. 

Tita, Come, sit thee down upon this flowery bed. 
While I thy amiable cheeks do coy ^, 
And stick musk-roses in thy sleek smooth head. 
And kiss thy fair large ears, my gentle joy. 
Bot. Where 8 Peas-bVossom? 
Pea4. Ready. 
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Bot, Scratch my head, Peas-blossom. •— Where's 
monsieur Cobweb? 
Cob. Ready. 

Bot. Monsieur Cobweb ; good monsieur, eet your 
weapons in your hand, and kill me a red-hipped 
humble-bee on the top of a thistle ; and, good mon- 
sieur, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself 
too much m the action, monsieur ; and, good mon- 
sieur, have a care the honey-bag break not : I would 
be loath to have you overflown with a honey-bag, 
signior. — Where's monsieur Mustard-seed ? 
Mtist. Ready. 

Bot. Give me your neif ^, monsieur Mustard-seed. 
Pray you, leave your courtesy, good monsieur. 
Must. What's your will ? 
Bot. Nothing, ffood monsieur, but to help cavalero 
Cobweb to scratch. I must to the barber's, monsieur ; 
for methinks, I am marvellous hairy about the face : 
and I am such a tender ass, if my hair do but tickle 
me, I must scratch. 

Tita. What, wilt thou hear some musick, my 

sweet love ? 
Bot. I have a reasonable good ear in musick : 
let us have the tongs and the bones. 

Tita. Or, say, sweet love, what thou desirest to eat. 
Bot. Truly, a peck of provender ; I could munch 
your good dry oats. Methinks, I have a great desire* 
to a bottle of hay ; good hay, sweet hay, hath no 
fellow. 

Tita. I have a venturous fairy that shall seek 
The squirrel's hoard, and fetch the new nuts. 

Bot. I had rather have a handful, or two, of dried 
peas. But, I pray you, let none of your people stir 
me : I have an exposition of sleep come upon me. 
Tita. Sleep thou, and I will wind thee in my arms. 
Fairies be gone, and be all ways away. 

\E,xcu'nit ^^xsNSis*, 

So doth the woodbine, the sweeV Yvoac^^x^s^^n 

13 ^ 
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Grently entwist, — the female ivy bo 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 
O, how I love thee ! how I dote on thee ! 

Obbrom advances. Enter Puck. 

Obe. Welcome, good Robin. See'st thou tfais 
sweet sight ? 
Her dotage now I do begin to pity. 
For meetmg her of late, bc^ina the wood. 
Seeking sweet savours for this hateful fool, 
I did upbraid her, and fall out with her : 
For she his hainr temples then had rounded 
With coronet of fresh and fragrant flowers : 
And that same dew, which sometime on the buds 
Was wont to swell, like round and orient pearis, 
Stood now within the pretty flowrets* eyes. 
Like tears, that did their own disgrace bewail. 
When I had, at my pleasure, taunted her, 
And she, in mild terms, begg*d my patience, 
I then did ask of her her changeling child : 
Which straight she gave me, and her fairy sent 
To bear him to my bower in fairy land. 
And now I have the boy, I will undo 
This hateful imperfection of her eyes. 
And, gentle Puck, take this transformed scalp 
From off the head of this Athenian swain ; 
That he awaking when the others do, 
May all to Athens back again repair ; 
And think no more of this night's accidents, 
But as the fierce vexation of a dream. 
But first I will release the fairy ^ueen. 
Be, as thou wast wont to be ; 

[ Touching her eyes toUk an herb* 
Sec, as thou ^ast wont to see ; 
Dian s bud o'er Cup\d!s ^oNuei 
Hath 8^ch force audbXes^e^V**^^"^* 
'ow, my Titunia : wake yow, Ti\>f we^v q^w\^* 
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TUa, My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 
Methought, I was enamour*d of an ass. 
Obe, There lies your love. 
Tita, How came these things to pass ? 

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now ! 

Obe, Silence, a while. — Robin, take off this head. 
Titania, musick call ; and strike more dead 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 
Tita, Musick, ho! musick,such as charmeth sleep. 
Puckn Now, when thou wak*st, with thine own 

fooFs eyes peep. 
Obe* Sound, musick. IStiU muskk.'] Come, my 
queen, take hands with me. 
And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in amity ; 
And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly. 
Dance in Duke Theseus* house triumphantly. 
And bless it to all fair posterity ; 
There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Ptick, Fairy king, attend and mark ; 
I do hear the morning lark. 

Obe, Then, my queen, in silence sad. 
Trip we after the night*s shade : 
We the globe can compass soon, 
Swifter than the wand'ring moon. 

TWa. Come, my lord ; and in our flight, 
Tell me how it came this night. 
That I sleeping here was found. 
With these mortals, on the ground. [Exeunt. 

[Horns sound xvithin. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, atid train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester ; — 
For now our observation is perform'd : 
And since we have the vawati^ o^ V\\^ ^^'^ ^ - 

I Fore]par\.. 
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My love shall hear the musick of my hounds. «- 
Uncouple in the western valley ; go : 
Despatch, I say, and find the forester. — 
We will^ fair queen, up to the mountain's top, 
And mark the musical confusion 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay'd the bear 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear 
Such gallant chidmg ; for, besides the groves, 
The skies, the fountains, eve^ region near 
Seem'd all one mutual cry : I never heard 
So musical a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So fiew'd ^, so sanded ; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knce*d, and dew-lap*d like lliessalian bulb ; 
Slow in pursuit, but match'd in mouth like bells, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla'd to, nor cheer'd with horn, 
In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly : 
Judge, when you hear. — But, son ; what nymphs 
are these ? 

Ege. My lord, this is my daughter here asleep : 
And this, Lysander ; this Demetrius is ; 
This Helena, old Nedar's Helena : 
I wonder of their being here together. 

The, No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May ; and, hearing our intent, 
Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 
But, speak, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Herniia should give answer of her choice ? 

E^e. It is, my lord. 

The, Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with their 
horns. 

2 The flews are lV\e Vat^t cW^^ q\ \n.\vw«A. 
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Hornsy and shouts within, Demetrius, Lysamoer, 
Hermia, and Helena, voake and start up. 

The, Good-morrow friends. Saint Valentine is 
past; 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? 

Lys, Pardon, my lord. 

[Me and the rest kneel to Theseus. 

The, I pra^ you all, stand up. 

I know, you are twa rival enemies ; 
How comes this gentle concord in the world. 
That hatred is so far from jealousy, 
To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys, My lord, I shall reply amazedly. 
Half 'sleep, half waking : But as yet, I swear, 
I cannot truly say how I came here : 
But, as I think, (for truly would I speak, — 
And now I do betliink me, so it is ;) 
I came with Hermia hither : our intent 
Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 
Without the peril of the Athenian law. 

Ege, Enough, enough, my lord; you have enough : 
I beg the law, the law, upon his head. — 
They would havestol'n away, they would, Demetrius, 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : 
You, of your wife ; and me, of my consent ; 
Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem, My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 
Of this their purpose hither, to this wood ; 
And I in fury hither follow'd them ; 
Fair Helena in fancy ^ following me. 
But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 
(But by some power it is,) my love to Hermia, 
Melted as doth the snow, seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd, 
Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 
And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

•* Love. 
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The object, and the pleasure of mine eye. 
Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 
Was 1 betrothed ere I saw Hermia : 
But, like in sickness, did I loath this focRd : 
But, as in health, come to my natural taste, 
Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 
And will for evermore be true to it. 

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 
Of this discourse we more will hear anon. — 
Egeus, I will overbear your will ; 
For in the temple, by and by with us. 
These couples shall eternally be knit. 
And, for the morning now is something worn, 
Our purpos'd hunting shall be set aside. — 
Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three. 
We'll hold a feast in great solemnity.-* 
Come Hippolyta. 

lExeunt The. Hip. Ege. and train. 

Dem. These things seem small, and undistin- 
guishable, 
Like far-off mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Mcthinks,! see these tilings with parted eye. 
When every thing seems double. 

Hel. So methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, 
Mine own, and not mine own. 

Dem. It seems to me. 

That yet we sleep, we dream. — Do not you think, 
The duke was here, and bid us follow him ? 

Her. Yea ; and my father. 

Hel. And Hippolyta. 

Li/s. And he did bid us follow to the temple. 

Dem. Why then, we are awake : let*s follow him; 
And, by the way, let us recount our dreams. 

[Exeunt. 

As they go oitt,'ftoTTOV\. axnoktv 
Bot. When my cue com^%. c.^^ ^^^ vskA.X^^ 
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answer : — my next is, Most fair Pyramus, — Hey, 

ho ! — Peter Quince ! Flute, the bellows-mender ! 

Snout, the tinker 1 Starveling ! Odd's my life ! 

stolen hence, and left me asleep ! I have had a 

most rare vision. I have had a dream, • — past the 

wit of man to say what dream it was : Man is but 

an ass, if he go about to expound this dream. 

Methought I was — there is no man can tell what. 

Methought I was, and methought I had, — But 

man is but a patched fool, if he will offer to say 

what methou^nt I had. I will get Peter Quince 

to write a ballad of this dream : it shall be called 

Bottom's Dream, because it hath no bottom ; and 

I will sing it in the latter end of the play, before 

the duke ! Peradventure, to make it the more 

gracious, I shall sing it at her death. [^ExiU 



SCENE II. 

Athens. A Room in Quince*^ House. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Snout, and Starveling. 

Ciuin. Have you sent to Bottom's house ? is he 
come home yet ? 

Star, He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he 
is transported. 

Flu. If he come not, then the play is marred; 
It goes not forward, doth it ? 

Qluin* It is not possible : you have not a man in 
all Athens, able to discharge Pyramus, but he. 
. Flu. No ; he hath simply the best wit of any 
handycraft man in Athens. 

Q,uin. Yea, and the best person too : and he is a 
very paramour, for a sweet voice. 

Flu. You must say, paragon \ a ^axatcvwsx vs» -^ 
thing of nought. 
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i' 

Enter Snug. 

Snug. Masters, the duke is coining from the tem- 
ple, and there is two or three lords and ladies more 
married : if our sport had gone forward, we had all 
been made men. 

Flu. O sweet bully Bottom ! Thus hath he lost 
sixpence a-day during his life ; he could not have 
*scaped sixpence a-day : an the duke had not stveo 
him sixpence a-day tor playing P^ramus, 111 be 
hanged ; he would have deserved it : sixpence a- 
day, in I^^rramus, or nothing* 

Enter Bottom. 

Bot. Where are these lads? where are these 
hearts ? 

Qjuin. Bottom ! — O most courageous day ! Omost 
happy hour ! 

Bot. Masters, I am to discourse wonders : but 
ask me not what ; for, if I tell you, I am no true 
Athenian. I will tell you every thing, right as it 
fell out. 

Q^in. Let us hear, sweet Bottom. 

Bot. Not a word of me. All that I will tell you, 
is, that the duke hath dined : Get your apparel to- 
gether ; good strings to your beards, new ribbons 
to your pumps; meet presently at the palace; 
every man look o'er his part ; K>r, the short and 
the long is, our play is preferred. In any case, let 
Thisby have clean linen ; and let not him, that plays 
the lion, pare his nails, for they shall hang out for 
the lion's claws. And, most dear actors, cat no 
onions, nor garlick, fur wc are to utter sweet breath ; 
and I do not doubt, but to hear them say, it is a 
sweet comedy. No more words ; away ; go, away. 

[ Exeunt. 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Pcilace o/* Theseus. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Philostrate, 
Lordsy and Attendants. 

Hip* 'Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 
speak of. 

The. More strange than true. I never may believe 
These antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 
Lovers, and madmen, have such seething brains. 
Such shaping fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 
The lunatick, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact :'^ 
One sees more devils than vast hell can hold ; 
That is, the madman : the lover, all as frantick. 
Sees Helen's beauty in a brow of Egypt : 
The poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Doth glance from heaven to earth, n'om earth to 

heaven : 
And, as imagination bodies forth 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen 
Turns them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation, and a name. 
Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 
That, if it would but apprehend some joy. 
It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 
Or, in the night, imagining some fear, 
How easy is a bush suppos'd a bear ? 

Hip. But all the story of the m^l \.q\^ wist^ 

^ Compacted, tntide. 
VOL. lu X 
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And all their minds transfigur'd so together, 
More witnesscth than fancy*s images. 
And grows to something of great constancy ; 
But, howsoever, strange, ana admirable. 

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and 

Helena. 

The. Here come the lovers, full of joy andmirdu— 
Joy, gentle friends! joy, and fresh days of love, 
Accompany your hearts ! 

Lt/s. More than to us 

Wait on your royal walks, your board, your bed ! 

The* Come now ; what masks, what dances shall 
we have. 
To wear away this long age of three hours^ 
Between our afler-supper, and bed-time ? 
Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 
What revels are in hand ? Is there no play. 
To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ? 
Call Philostrate. 

Philost, Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgement ^ have you for this 
evening ? 
What mask ? what musick ? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not with some delight ? 

Philost. There is a brief ^ how many sports are 
ripe; 
Make choice of which your highness will see first 

[Giving a paper. 

The. [^Reads.'] The battle with the Centaurs^ to be 

SUflg, 

By an Athenian songster to the harp, 
Weil none of that : that have I told my love, 
In glory of my kinsman Hercules. 
The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals, 
Tearing the Thracian sinpcr in iKeir rage. 
That is an old device ; axv^ w. vj^>j ^Na.^'^ 
Wlien I from Thebes came \iisX «. cqtvo^^t^t, 

3 Pastime. ^ ^^^^ ^^^^^^'"' 
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The thrice three muses mourning for the death 

Of learnings late deceased in beggary. 
That is some satire, keen, and critical, 
Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

A tediotis brief scene of young Pyramus, 

And his love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth. 
Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 
That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow. 
How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 

Philost. A play there is, my lord, some ten words 
long; 
Which is as brief as I have known a play ; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long ; 
Which makes it tedious : for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 
And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 
For Pyramus therein doth kill himself. 
Which, when I saw rehearsed, I must confess. 
Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they, that do play it ? 

PhUost. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens 
here. 
Which never laboured in their minds till now ; 
And now have toil'd their unbreath'd memories 
With this same plaV) against your nuptial. 

The. And we will hear it. 

PhUost. No, my noble lord, 

It is not for you : I have heard it over, 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Unless you can find sport in their intents. 
Extremely stretch'd, and conn*d with cruel pain, 
To do you service. 

The. I will hear that play ; 

For never any thing can be amiss. 
When simpleness and duty tender it. 
Go, bring them in ; — and take yovxT ^\9LC^%>VdJ^\^^« 

' \^Ea:it l?«.\\-o^'^^N^'2.. 

X 2 
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Hip. I love not to see wretchedness o'ercluurg'd, 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The, Wh^, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 
thmg. 

Hip. He savs, they can do nothing in this kind. 

The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 
Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 
And what poor duty cannot do, 
Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have seen them shiver and look pale. 
Make periods in the midst of sentences. 
Throttle their practis'd accent in their fears. 
And, in conclusion, dumbly have broke o^ 
Not paying me a welcome : Trust me, sweet, 
Out of this silence, yet I pick'd a welcome ; 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of sawcy and audacious eloquence. 
Love, therefore, and tongue-tied simplicity, 
In least, speak most, to my capacity. 

Enter Philostrate. 

Philost. So please your grace, the prologue is 

addrest. 7 
The, Let him approach. [Flourish of trumpets. 

Enter Prologue. 

Prol. Ifvoe offend^ it is with our good tvill. 

That you should think, we come not to offendy 
But with good will. To show our simple skilly 

That is the true beginning of our end. 
Consider then^ we come but in despite. 

fVe do not come as minding; to couleni \jou^ 
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Our true intent is. AH for your delight^ 

We are not here. Thai you should here repent you^ 
The actors are at hand ; and, by their shffvo, 
You shall knov) all, that you are like to knofoo. 

The. This fellow doth not stand upon points. 

Lys, He hath rid his prologue, like a rough colt, 
he knows not the stop. A good moral, my lord : It 
is not enough to speak, but to speak true. 

Hip* Indeed he hath played on this prologue, 
like a child on a recorder ^ ; a sound, but not in 
government. 

The. His speech was like a tangled chain ; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordered. Who is next ? 

Enter Pyramus and Thisbe, Wall, Moonshine, 
and Lion, as in dumb shofw* 

Prol. ^^ Gentles, perchance, you wonder at this 
show ; 

<< But wonder on, till truth make all things plain. 
" This man is Pyramus, if you would know ; 

" This beauteous lady 'ITiisby is, certain. 
** This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth present 

" Wall, that vile wall which did these lovers sunder : 
*< And through wall's chink, poor souls, they are 
content 

'* To whisper ; at the which let no man wonder. 
<< This man, with lantern, dog, and bush of thorn, 

" Presenteth moon-shine : for, if you will know, 
<^ By moon-shine did these lovers think no scorn 

" To meet at Ninus* tomb, there, there to woo. 
" This grisly beast, which by name lion hight, ^ 
" The trusty Thisby, coming first by night, 
^< Did scare away, or rather did afiright : 
<< And, as she fled, her mantle she did fall ; 

" Which li<m vHe with bloody mouXVv ^^ %V»\w * 

^ A musical instrument. ^ Ci^\«^» 

X 3 
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*< Anon comes Pyramus, sweet youth, and tall, 

" And finds his trusty Thisby's mantle slam : 
<< Whereat with blade, with bloody blameful blade, 

'< He bravely broach'd his boiling bloodj breast; 
" And, Thisby tarrying in mulberir shade, 

<< His dagger drew, and died. For all the rest, 
<< Let lion, moonshine, wall, and lovers twain, 
*^ At large discourse, while here they do remain." 
[Exeunt Prol. Pyr. Thisbe, Lion, and MoonBhiiie. 

The, I wonder, if the lion be to speak. 

Dem, No wonder, my lord : one lion maj, when 
many asses do. 

fVaU, << In this same interlude, it doth be&ll, 
<< That I, one Snout by name, present a wall : 
<< And such a wall, as I would have you thinky 
<< That had in it a cranny'd hole, or chink, 
" Through which the lovers, Pyramus and Thisby, 
" Did whisper often very secretly. 
^* This loam, this rough-cast, and this stone, doth 

" show 
*^ That I am that same wall ; the truth is so : 
<< And this the cranny is, richt and sinister, 
" Through which the fearful lovers are to whisper." 

2'he* Would you desire lime and hair to speak 
better ? 

Dem. It is the wittiest partition that ever I heard 
discourse, my lord. 

The, Pyramus draws near the wall : silence ! 

Enter Pyramus. 

Pyr, " O grim-look*d night ! O night with hue so 
black! 

" O night, which ever art, when day is not ! 
<' O night, O night, alack, alack, alack, 

" I fear my Thisby's \)romise is forgot ! — 
" And thou, O waW, O ^yi^^V^OXw^Vj ^%U^ 

" That stancVst beVwecwWx ^^\5£\^x'^%xwjs.\>i^ 

mme \ 
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" Thou wall, O wall, O sweet and lovely wall, 
<' Show me thy chink, to blink through with mine 
eyne. [Wall h<Ms up hisjingers. 

*' Thanks, courteous wall : Jove shield thee well for 
this! 

" But what see I ? No Thisby do I see. 

'< O wicked wall, through whom I see no bliss ; 

<' Curst be thy stones for thus deceiving me !" 
The. The wall, methinks, being sensible, should 

curse again. 

Pyr, No, in truth, sir, he should not. Deceiving 

mey 18 Thisby's cue : she is to enter now, and I am 

to spy her through the wall. You shall see, it will 

fail pat as I told you : — Yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. '' O wall, full often hast thou heard my 

moans, 
'< For parting my fair Pyramus and me : 
" My cherry lips have often kiss'd thv stones ; 
'^ Thy stones with lime and hair knit up in thee.*' 
Pyr. " I see a voice : now will I to the chink, 
" To spy an I can hear my Thisby*« face. 
" Thisby T 

This. " My love, thou art my love, I think." 
Pyr. " Think what thou wilt, J am thy lover's 
grace; 
'^ And like Limander am I trusty still." 

This. " And I like Helen, till the fates me kill." 
Pt/r. " Not Shafalus to Procrus was so true." 
This. " As Shafalus to Procrus, I to you." 
Pyr. " O, kiss me through the hole of this vile 

walk" 
This. '' I kiss the wall's hole, not your lips at all." 
Pyr. " Wilt thou at Ninny's tomb meet me 

straightway ?" 
nis. " Tide \\£g, tide deatVi, \ com^ viVOeva>a.V 
delay.** 
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Wall. ** Thus have I, wall, my part 
so; 
'* And, being done, thus wall away doth go." 

lExeunt Wall, Pyramus, and Thisbb. 

The. Now is the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Dem. No remedy, my lord, when walls are so 
wilful to hear without warning. 

Hh. This is the silliest stuff that ever I heard. 

The. The best in this kind are but shadows : and 
the worst are no worse, if imagination amend them. 

Hip, It must be your imagination, then, and not 
theirs. 

The. If we imagine no worse of them, than they 
of themselves, they may pass for excellent men. 
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a lion. 

Enter Lion and Moonshine. 

Lion. " You, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do 
fear 

''The smallest monstrous mouse that creeps on 
floor, 
*' May now, perchance, both quake and tremble 
here, 

*' When lion rough in wildest rage doth roar. 
'' Then know, that I, one Snug, the joiner, am 
** A lion fell, nor else no lion's dam : 
** For if I should as lion come in strife 
" Into this place, 'twere pity on my life." 

The. A very gentle beast and of a good con- 
science. 

Dem. The very best at a beast, my lord, that e'er 
I saw. 

Lys. This lion is a very fox for his valour. 

Ine. True ; and a goo^e for his discretion. 

Dem. Not80,my\oTd\^otV\%N^«>xt^»s\\^^v^xi\^ 
1 diacretion ; and lYie^ox cwtXa^VJcv^ %^wfc* 

The. His discrelioti, \ axa ^mx^. ^^k^^x ^»x^^ 
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valour ; for the goose carries not the fox. It is 
well : leave it to his discretion, and let us listen to 
the moon. 

Moon, ** This lantern doth the homed moon 
present : — " 

Dem. He should have worn the horns on his 
head. 

The, He is no crescent, and his horns are invisible 
within the circumference. 

Moon. " This lantern doth the horned moon 
present ; 
^ JVtyself the man i'the moon do seem to be." 

The. This is the greatest error of all the rest : the 
man should be put into the lantern : How is it else 
the man i'the moon ? 

Dem. He dares not come there for the candle : 
for, you see, it is already in snuff. ' 

Hip. I am aweary of this moon : Would, he would 
change ! 

The. It appears, by his small light of discretion, 
that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

L^s. Proceed, moon. 

Moon. All that I have to say, is, to tell you, that 
the lantern is the moon ; I, the man in the moon ; 
this thorn-bush, my thorn-bush ; and this dog, ray 
dog. 

Dem. Why, all these should be in the lantern ; 
for they are m the moon. But, silence ; here comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter Thisbe. 

This. " This is old Ninny's tomb : Where is my 

love?" 
Lion, '* Oh. — " 

[The Lion roars. — Tvctsa^. tuus «g. 

' In anger ; a qu\bb\e. 
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Dem. Well roared, lion. 
The. Well run, Thisbe. 

Hip. Well shone, moon.— -Truly, the moon shines 
with a good grace. 

The. Well moused, Hon. 

[The Lion tears Thisbb*^ mantle^ and exit. 
Dem. And so comes Pyramus. 
L^s. And so the lion vanish'd. 

Enter Ptramus. 

Pjjfr. ** Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy «uddj 

beams ; 
** I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright : 
'^ For, by thy gracious, golden, glittering streams, 
** I trust to taste of truest Thisby's sight. 
" But stay ; — O spite ! 
" But mark ; — Poor knight, 
" What dreadful dole is here ? 
" Eyes, do you see ? 
" How can it be ? 
" O dainty duck ! O dear! 
^' Thy mantle good, 
*< What, stain'd with blood ? 
** Approach, ye furies fell I 
" O fates ! come, come ; 
'^ Cut thread and thrum ; ^ 
'' Quail, crush, conclude, and quell !*' 
The, This passion, and the death of a dear (riend, 
would go near to make a man look sad. 

Hip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
Pyr. " O, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions 

frame? 
** Since lion vile hath here deflour*d my dear : 
" Which is, — no, no, — which was the fairest damo, 
'' That liv'd, that lov'd, that lik'd, that looked with 
cheer.* 

« Coarse yarn. ^ C«»>wv\««BRfc. 
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<< Come^ tears, confound ; 
" Out, sword, and wound 
" The pap of Pyramus : 
" Ay, that left pap, 
" miere heart doth hop : 
'* Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 
" Now am I dead, 
" Now am I fled ; 
'^ My soul is in the sky : 

" Tongue, lose thy light ! 
" Moon, take thy flight ! 
" Now die, die, die, die, die." 

[Dies. — Exit Moonshine. 
Dent, No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is but 
one. 

Ly«. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead ; he 
is nothing. 

T%e, With the help of a surgeon, he might yet 
recover, and prove an ass. 

Hip. How chance moonshine is gone, before 
Thisbe comes back and finds her lover ? 

The, She will find him by star-light. — Here she 
comes ; and her passion ends the i^ay. 

* Enter Thisbe. 

Hip. Methinks, she should not use a long one, 
for such a Pyramus : I hope, she will be brief. 

Dem. A mote will turn the balance, which Py- 
ramus, which Thisbe, is the better. 

L^s. She hath spied him already with those sweet 
eyes. 
Dem. And thus she moans, videlicet. — 
This. " Asleep, my love ? 
" What, dead, my dove ? 
" O Pyramus, arise, 

'' Speak, speak. Quite dumb? 
'' Dead, dead ? A tomb 
''Must cover thy sweet eyes. 
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** These lily brows, 
" This cherry nose, 
" These yellow cowslip cheeks, 
" Are gone, are gone : 
" Lovers, make moan ! 
" His eves were green as leeks. 
'* O sisters three, 
<' Come, come, to me, 
^' With hands as pale as milk ; 
'^ Lay them in gore, 
^' Since you hare shore 
'' With shears his thread of silk. 
" Tongue, not a word : — 
" Come, trusty sword ; 
*' Come, blade, my breast imbrue : 
" And farewell, friends ; — 
" Thus Thisbe ends : 
" Adieu, adieu, adieu." [D*«' 

The. Moonshine and lion are left to bury the 
dead. 
Dem, Ay, and wall too. 
BoU No, I assure you ; the wall is down that 
parted their fathers. Will it please you to see the 
epilogue, or to hear a Burgomask dance, between 
two of our company ? 

The. No epilogue, I pray you ; for your play 
needs no excuse. Never excuse ; for when the 
players are all dead, there need none to be blamed. 
Marry, if he that writ it, had play'd Pjrramus, 
and hanged himself in Thisbe's garter, it would 
have been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly; and 
very notably discharged. But come, your Burgo- 
mask : let your epilogue alone. 

I Here a dance o/* Clowns. 
The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve;— 
Lovers, to bed ; 'tis almost fairy time. 
I fear we shall out&leep tUe coming morn, 
As much as we tVi\s tvi^iWn^ «s«r«^v^\* 
TTiis palpable-gToss pVav ^^^^^ v«^>\>a^^jS&^ 
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rhe heavy'gait of night. — Sweet friends, to bed. — 

L fortnight hold we this solemnity, 

n nightly revelsy and new jollity. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE II. 

Enter Puck. 

Puck. Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman snores, 

All with weary task fordone. ^ 
Now th6 wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the scritch-owl, scritching loud. 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe. 

In remembrance of a shroud. 
Now it is the time of night. 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his sprite, 

In the church-way paths to glide ; 
And we fairies, that do run 

By the triple Hecat's team, 
From the presence of the sun, 

Following darkness like a dream. 
Now are frolick ; not a mouse 
Shall disturb this hallow'd house : 
I am sent, with broom, before, 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 

Enter Oberon and Titania, with their Train, 

Ohe. Through this house give glimmering light, 

By the dead and drowsy fire : 
Every elf, and fairy sprite. 

Hop as light as bird from bnet \ 



'' Overcome. 
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And this ditt j, after mey 
Sing, and dance it trippingly^ 

TUa. First rehearse this song bj rote ; 
To each word a warbling note, 
Hand in hand, with fairy fprace, 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 

SONG, AND DAKCE. 

Obe. Now, until the break of day, 
Through this house each fiiiry stray. 
To the best bride-bed will we, 
Which by us shall blessed be ; 
So shall all the couples three 
Ever true in loving be : 
And the blots of nature's hand 
Shall not in their issue stand ; 
Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 
Nor mark prodigious,^ such as are 
Despised in nativity. 
Shall upon their children be. — 
With this field-dew consecrate. 
Every fairy take his gait ; ^ 
And each several chamber bless. 
Through this palace with sweet peace : 
E*er shall it in safety rest, 
And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away; 

Make no stay ; 
Meet me all by break of day. 

[^Exeunt Oberon, Titania, and Trah* 

Puck, ^we shadotos ha'oe offended^ 

Think bid this^ (and all is mended^) 
That you have but slumber d here^ 
While these visions did appear. 
And this iioedk and idle ttweme^ 
No more j/icldtng Wt a d.T«am« 

5 Portentous. ^ ^*^* 
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Gentki^ do not reprehend ; 

If you pardony •ooe mil mend. 

Andy as I am honest Puclcy 

Vine have unearned luck 

Nouo to 'scape the serpenfs tongue. 

We wiU make amends^ ere long : 

Else the Puck a liar call. 

Soy good night unto you all. 

Give me your handsy ifive hefriendsy 

And Rooin shall restore amends. [Exit. 



V ^ 
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LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

Navarre. A Park^ 'with a Palace in it. 
Enter the King, Biron, Lomgaviljle, and 

DUMAIN. 

King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live registered upon our brazen tombs. 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time. 
The endeavour of this present breaui may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe*s keen 

edge. 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors ! — for so you are, 
That war against your own affections. 
And the huge army of the world's desires, — 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 
Our court shall be a little Academe, 
Still and contemplative in living art. 
You three, Bir6n, Dumain, and Longaville, 
Have sworn for three years' term to live with me, 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those sXaXxxV^^^ 
nat are recorded in this schedule \\eTe'. 
Your oaths are past, and now subscfvbe ^o\w xs»xwi^ 
That his own hand may strike his \\ouo\xt doviTv, 
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That violates the smallest branch herein : 
If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 

Lon^. I am resolv'd : 'tis but a three years' fitft; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank'rout quite the wits. 

Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortified ; 
The grosser manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves : 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 
With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron, I can but say their protestation over, 
So much dear liege, I have already swom^ 
That is. To live and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances: 
As, not to see a woman in that term ; 
Which I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
And, one day in a week to touch no food ; 
And but one meal on every day beside ; 
The which, I hope, is not enrolled there : 
And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 
And not be seen to wink of all the day; 
(When I was wont to think no harm all night. 
And make a dark night too of half the day ;) 
Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep ; 
Not to see ladies, study, fast, not sleep. 

King, Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these. 

Biron. Let me say no, my liege, an if you please ; 
I only swore, to study with your grace. 
And stay here in your court for three years* space. 

Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest 

Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. — 
What is the end o^ alua^ "^ \«x. m^ Vlwow, 

King. Why, t\vat to kaov? , yi\v\cN\ ^^ ^^ ^<cs<(SS^ 

not know. 
Biron. Things \\Vd amd Vaxt^^,^^>^^'«®.^^ss 

common ^euse ^ 
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King. Ay, that is study's god-like recompense. 

Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 
As thus — To study where I well may dine. 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or, study where to meet some mistress fine. 

When mistresses from common sense are hid : 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath. 
Study to break it, and not break my troth. 
If study's gain be thus, and this be so, 1 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : r 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. ) 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 

Biron. Why, ail delights are vain ; but that most 
vain. 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

"To seek the light of truth ; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of his look : 

Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguile : 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed. 

By fixing it upon a fairer eye ; 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 

And give him light that was it blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun. 

That will not be deep-search'd with saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save base authority from others' books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed star. 
Have no more profit of their shining nights, 

Than those that walk, and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame ; 
And ever godfather can give a nau\e. 

A>/^. How well he's read, to xe^soti ^ci^^^^*^ 
reading ! 
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Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good proceed- 
ing ! 
Long. He weeds the corn, and still let's grow 

the weeding. 
Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are 

a breeding. 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Biron, Fit in his place and time. 

Dum. In reason nothing. 

Biron. Something then in riiyme. 

Lon^. Biron is like an envious sneaping ^ frost, 
That bites the first-bom infants of the spring. 
Biron. Well, say lam ; why should proud summer 
boast. 
Before the birds havean^ cause to sing? 
Why should I joy in an abortive birth? 
At Christmas I no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled shows 
But like of each thing, that in season grows. 
So you, to study now it is too late. 
Climb o'er the house t' unlock the little gate. 
King. Well, sit you out : go home, Biron ; adieu ! 
Biron, No, my good lord ; I have sworn to stay 
with you : 
And, though I have for barbarism spoke more. 
Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 
Yet confident Til keep what I have swore. 

And bide the penance of each three years' day. 
Give me the paper, let me read the same; 
And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name. 
Kifig. How well this yielding rescues thee from 

shame ! 

Biron. [^Reads.'\ Item, That no woman shall come 
xjoithin a mile of my court. — 
And hath this been proclaim'd ? 
Long. Four days ago. 

Biron. Let's see iVvei^eT^Xx.^, 
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JiReadsJ^ — On pain of losing her tongue. — 

Who devis'd this ? 
Long. Marry, that did I. 
Biron. Sweet lord, and why? 
Long. To fright them hence with that dread pe- 
nalty. 
Biron. A dangerous law against gentility. 
JiReads.'] Item, If any man he seen to talk tvitk 
a tvoman xjoithin the term of three years, he shall en^ 
dure suchpublick shame as the rest of the court can 
possiUy devise. -^ 

This article, my liege, yourself, must break ; 
For, well you know, here comes in embassy 
The French kmg's daughter, with yourself to 
speak, — 
A maid of grace, and complete majesty, — 
About surrender-up of Aquitain 

To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is made in vain, 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite 

forgot. 
Biron. So study evermore is overshot; 
While it doth study to have what it would, 
It doth foreet to do the thin^ it should: 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
Tis won, as towns with fire ; so won, so lost. 

King. We must, of force, dispense with this decree ; 
She must be here on mere necessity. 
Biron. If I break faith, this world shall speak for 
me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. — 
So to the laws at large I write my name : 

[^Subcribes. 
And he, that breaks them in the least degree, 
Stands in attainder of perpetual shame : 
Suggestions ^ are to othet^, %.^ lo \si^\ 

« Temptatioxv^* 
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But, I believe, although I seem so loth, 
I am the last that will last keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted ? 
King. Ay, that there is : our court, you know, 
is haunted 
With a refined traveller of Spain ; 
A man in all the world's new fashion planted. 
That hath a mint of phrases in his brain : 
One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue 

Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony ; 
A man of compliments, whom nght and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight,' 

For interim to our studies, shall relate, 
In high-born words, the worth of many a knight] 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate. 
How you delight my lords, I know not, I ; 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Biron, Armado is a most illustrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 
Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our 
sport ; 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 

King. Then go we, lords, to put in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongly sworn. — 

[Exeunt King, Longaville, and Dumain. 

Biron. Fll lay my head to any good man's hat. 

These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn. 

\^ExeunU 

SCENE II. 

Armado'5 House. 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm. Boy, what 8\ga\s»\X., 'wVi^Ti^\jQaa\^^ ^eat 
spirit grows melancUoV^ ? 
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Moth, A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 

Arm, Why, sadness is one and the self-same 
thing, dear 4p. 

Moth. No, no, sir, no. 

Arm, How canst thou part sadness and melan- 
choly, my tender Juvenal?^ 

Moth, By a familiar demonstration of the work- 
ing, my tough senior. 

Arm, Why tough senior? why tough senior? 

Moth, Why tender juvenal? why tender juvenal? 

Arm, I spoke it, tender juvenal, as a congruent 
epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 
we may nominate tender. 

Moth, And I, tough senior, as an appertinent 
title to your old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm, Pretty, and apt. 

Moth, How mean you, sir ? I pretty, and my 
saying apt? or, I apt, and my saying* pretty? 

Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth, Little pretty, because little : Wherefore 
apt? 

Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth, Speak you this m my praise, master ? 

Arm, In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm, What ? that an eel is ingenious. 

Moth, That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers : Thou 
heatest my blood. 

Moth, I am answered, sir. 

Arm, I love not to be crossed. 

Moth, He speaks the mere contrary, crosses^ 
love not him. {^ Aside, 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 

Moth, You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

^ Young man. » The name o^ «l com owt^ cxsrt^vx., 

VOL. II. 21 
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* Math. How many is one thrice told? 
Arm. I am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of 
a tapster. 
Moth, You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 
Arm, I confess both ; they are both the varnish 
of a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much 
the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 
Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 
Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three. 
Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink : 
and how easv it is to put years to the word three, 
and studv three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure ! 
Moth. To prove you a cypher. [Ande. 

Arm. I will hereupon confess, I am in love : and 
my love is most immaculate white and red. 

Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 
Moth. My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
assist me ! 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty, 
and pathetical ! 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known ; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

And fears by pale-white shown : 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame. 

By this you shall not know ; 
For still her cheeks possess the same, 
Which native she doth owe.^ 
A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 
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Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and 
the Beggar ? ^ 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a bal- 
lad some three ages since : but, I think, now 'tis 
not to be found ; or if it were, it would neither 
serve for the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er,* 
that I may example my digression by some mighty 
precedent. Boy, 1 do love that country girl, that 
I took in the park with the rational hind. Costard ; 
she deserves well. 

Moth. To be whipped ; and yet a better love 
than my master. [^ Aside. 

Arm. Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light 
woman. 

Arm. I say sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 

Enter Dull, Costard, and Jaquenetta. 

DuU. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe: and you must let him take no delight, 
nor no penance; but a' must fast three daysa-week: 
For this damsel, I must keep her at the park ; she 
is allowed for the day-woman. 7 Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushmg. — Maid. 

Jaq. Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. 

Jaq. That's hereby. 

Arm. I know where it is situate. 

Jaq. How wise you are ! 

Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 

Jaq. With that face ? 

Arm. 1 love thee. 

Jaq. So I heard you say. || 

j4rm. And so farewell. 1|| 

' Dairy-'wouvATv» 
z ^ 
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Jaq, Fair weather after you ! 

DulL Come, Jaquenettai away. 

\Exeunt Dull and Jaquemetta. 

Arm* Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences, ere 
thou be pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
*it on a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows, 
for they are but lightly rewarded. 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 

Moth. Come, you transgressing slave ; away. 

Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir ; I will fast, 
being loose. 

Moth. No, sir ; that were fast and loose : thou 
shalt to prison. 

Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see — 

Moth. What shall some see? 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be too silent 
in their words ; and, therefore, I will say nothing : 
I have as little patience as another man ; and there- 
fore I can be quiet. 

[Exeunt Moth and Costard. 

Arm. I do aifect ^ the very ground, which is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, 
(which is a great argument of falshood,) if 1 love : 
And how can that be true love, which is falsely 
attempted? Cupid's butt-shaft^ is too hard for 
Hercules' club, and therefore too much odds for a 
Spaniard's rapier. The first and second cause will 
not serve my turn ; the passado he respects not, the 
duello he regards not : his disgrace is to be called 
boy ; but his g||^y is, to subdue men. Adieu, va- 
loixr \ rust, rapBt \ be sUW, ^x\3crev\ iw >j wm \s!AicsAs^\ 

« Love. ^ Ktxovj x.o^oo\.«x>Bvs5C^>w>!^* 
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is in love ; yea, he loveth. Assist me, some extem- 
poral god of rhyme, for, I am sure, I shall turn 
sonneteer. Devise, wit ; write, pen ; for I am for 
whole volumes in folio. [^Exit. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

scene I. 
A Pavilion and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess of France, Rosaline, Maria, 
Katharine, Boyet," Lords, and other Attend- 
ants* 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon up your dearest 
spirits : 
Consider who the king your father sends ; 
To whom he sends ; and what's his embassy : 
Yourself, hel(]i|precious in the world's esteem ; 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe. 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 
Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 
As nature was in making graces dear. 
When she did starve the general world beside. 
And prodigally gave them all to you. 
Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beaaty, though but 
mean, ^ 

Needs not the painted flourish o^ ^oAn Y^'iva.^ \ 
Beauty is bought by judgmeivt oi OciV^^e, 
Not utter'd by base sale of cha^meiv^ 1ow^>^g^'- 

z S 
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I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wise 

In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker, — Good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 

Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out-wear three years. 

No woman may approach his silent court: 

Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 

As our best-moving fair solicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of France, 

On serious business, craving quick despatch. 

Importunes personal conference with his grace. 

Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 

Like humbly-visag'd suitors, his high will. 

Boy. Proud of employment, willingly I go. {^Exit. 

Prin» All pride is willing pride, and yours is so.— 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Prin. Eaiow you the man ? 

Mar. I know him, madam ; at a marriage-feast, 
Between lord Perigort and the bea^|||eous heir 
Of Jaques Falconbridge solemnized, 
In Normandy saw I this Longaville : 
A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 
The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss, 
(If virtue's gloss will stain with any soil,) 
Is a sharp wit match 'd with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should none spare that come within his power. 

Prin. Some metty mocking lord, belike ; is'tso? 

jWar. They say so mo&X, x)A'-aX \«i»^\- Yn& V^^ssivuK 
know. 
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Prin. Such short-liv*dwits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd 
youth, 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good. 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 
J saw him at the duke Alen^on's once ; 
And much too little of that good I saw, 
Is my report, to his great worthiness. 

Ros, Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if I have heard a truth, 
Biron they call him ; but a merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 
For every object that the one doth catch, 
The other tifrns to a mirth-moving jest ; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales. 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 

Prin. Heaven bless my ladies 1 are they all in 
.^ love J 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

Mar. Here comes Boyet. 

Re-enter Boyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

^oyet, Navarre had notice of your fair approach ; 
Mtd he, and his competitors ^ in oath, 
Were ^11 addressed ^ to meet you, gentle lady^ 
Befor0 1 came. Marry, thus mud\ \\va.N^ veax\x\.^ 






Confederates. 'i Vrs^^x^'^' 
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He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,) 

Than seek a dispensation for his oath. 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. [ The Ladies mad. 

Enter King, Longaville, Dumain, Biron, and 

Attendants, 

King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of 
Navarre. 

Prin. Fair, I give you back again ; and, welcome 
I have not yet : the roof of this court is too high to 
be yours ; and welcome to the wild fields too base 
to be mine. 

King, You shall be welcome, madam, to my court 

Prin, I will be welcome then; conduct me thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady; I have sworn an oath. 

Prin. Our lady help my lord ! he'll be forsworn. 

King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 

Prin, Why, will shall break it ; will, and nothing 
else. 

King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 

Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
I hear, your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping : 
*Tis deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord. 
And sin to break it : 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold ; 
To teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming. 
And suddenly resolve nie in my suit. lGix)es a paper. 

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ; 
For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me stay. 
Biron, Did not 1 daxvc^ ^\\K ^ou in Brabant 

once? 
Ros. Did not 1 datvce W\tVv ^Q>\Vsx^\^«DX.^\«jt\ 

Biron, 1 know, you d\d* 
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Ros. How needless was it then 

To ask the question ! 

Biron. You must not be so quick. 

Ros. 'Tis 'long of you that spur me with such 
questions. 

Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, 'twill 
tire. 

Ros. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

Biron. What time o' day ? 

Ros. The hour that fools shall ask. 

Biron. Now fair befall vour mask ! 

Ros, Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron, And send you many lovers ! 

Ros. Amen, so you be none. 

Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum. 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 
Receiv'd that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the money's worth. 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied. 
We will cive up our right in Aquitain, 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. 
But that, it seems, he little purposeth. 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands. 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns. 
To tiave his title live in Aquitain ; 
Which we much rather had depart ^ witlial. 
And have the money by our father lent, 
Than Aquitain divided as it is. 
Dear princess, were not his requc&U &o ^>acc 

3 Part. 
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From reason's 3rieldiDg, your fair self should make 
A yielding, 'gainst some reason, in my breast. 
And go well satisfied to France again. 

Prin, You do the kin^ my father too much wrong, 
And wrong the reputation of your name. 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest, I never heard of it; 
And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back. 
Or jdeld up Aquitain. 

Prin. We arrest your word : «— 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances. 
For such a sum, from special officers 
Of Charles his father. 

King. Satisfy me so^ 

Baifet. So please your grace, the packet is not 
come. 
Where that and other specialties are bound ; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview. 
All liberal reason I will jdeld unto. 
Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand. 
As honour, without breach of honour, may 
Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 
You may not come, fair princess, in my gates : 
But here without, you shall be so receiv d, 
As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart. 
Though so denied fair harbour in my house. 
Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
To-morrow shall we visit you f^ain. 

Prin, Sweet health and fair desires consort your 
grace ! 

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place ! 

[^Exeunt King and ku Train. 

Biron. Lady,Iwillconunend you to my own heait 

Ros. 'Pray you, &o lo:^ c^TSLm^^dations ; I wouU 
be glad to see \1. 

Biron, I wou\A, 'jowYieot^ W ^q«x\, 

Rm. Is tlie €oo\ svcV*? 

Biron. Sick at VieaxV- 
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Ros. Alack) let it blood. 

Biron. Would that do it good ? 

Ros. My physick says, I. ^ 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye ? 

Ros» ^opoynt *>, with my knife. 

Biron. Now, heaven save thy life ! 

Ros. And yours from long living ! 

Biron. I cannot stay thanksgiving. \_Retinng. 

Dutn. Sir, I pray you, a word : What lady is that 

same? 
Boyet, The heir of Alencon, Rosaline her name. 
Dum^ A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well. 

Long, I beseech you a word ; What is 3he in the 
white ? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in 
the light* 

Long, Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 

Boyet* Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long. Heaven's blessing on your beard ! 

Boyet. Good sir, be not offended : 
She is ai^ heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet, Not unlike, sir ; that may be. 

[^Exit. Long. 

Biron. What's her name, in the cap ? 

Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 

Biron. Is she wedded, or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. You are welcome, sir ; adieu ! 

Bo^. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

JiExit Biron. — Ladies unmask. 

Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad-cap lord ; 
Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyei, And every jest but a word. 

If roj observation, (which very se\dom\\e«>\ 

* ^y^f yet. 5 A French partide ol T«j^w$tv- 
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By the heart's still rhetorick, disclosed with < 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what ? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, aff 

Prin. Your reason ? 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make 
retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough d( 
His heart, like an agate, with your print impr 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expresi 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not 84 
Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be 
All senses to that sense did make their repai 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair: 
Methought, all his senses were lock'd in his < 
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 
Who, tend'ring their own worth, from wher 

were glass'd. 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pa 
His face's own margent did quote such amaz 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with g] 
ril give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An you give him for my sake but one loving 

Prin. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispc 

Boyet. But to speak that in words, which I 
hath disclos'd : 
I only have made a mouth of his eye. 
By aading a tongue which I know will not li 

Ros. Thou art an old love-monger, and S| 
skilfully. 

Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learn 
of him. 

Ros. Then was Venus like her mother ; ft 
father is but grim. 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad girls ? 

Mar. ^o* 

Boyet. N^W\.>(5ev^Tv^\^>^^' 

Ros. Ay, OUT Nvav ^^ ^^ ^'^'^^• 

Boyet. Xovx ^t^ v^^V^^ 
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ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. 

The Parky near the Palace, 

Enter Armado and Moth. 

Arm* Warble, child ; make passionate my sense 
of hearing. 

Moth. Concolinel {.Singing, 

Arm, Sweet air ! — Go, tenderness of years ; take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, brin^ him 
festinately ^ hither ; I must employ him in a letter 
to my Ipve. 

Moth, Master, will you win your love with a 
French brawl ? ' 

Arm, How mean'st thou ? brawling in French ? 

Moth, No, my complete master : but to jig off 
a tune at the tongue's end, canary » to it with your 
feet, humour it with turning up your eye-lids ; sigh 
a note, and sing a note; sometime through the 
throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love ; 
sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up 
love by smelling love ; with your hat penthouse- 
like, o er the shop of your eyes ; with your arms 
crossed on your thin doublet, like a rabbit on a 
spit ; or your hands in your pocket, like a man after 
the old painting; and keep not too long in one 
tune, but a snip and away. 

Arm, How hast thou purchased this experience ? 

Moth, By my penny of observation. 
Arm, But O, — but O, — 

^ Hastily, i Xlsindo^ ^AXiC.^. 

* Canary was the name of a spntf^^ Aa»c»« 

VOL, 11, A A 
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Moih, — the hobby-horse is forgot* 

Arm, Callest thou my love, hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you 
forgot your love ? 

Arm, Almost I had. 

Moth, Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm, By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth, And out of heart, master : all those three 
I will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth, A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and 
without, upon the instant : By heart you love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her : in heart 
you love her, because your heart is in love with her: 
and out of heart you love her, being out of heart 
that you cannot have her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth, And three times as much more, and yet 
n6thing at all. 

Arm, Fetch hither the swain ; he must carry me 
a letter. 

Moth, A message well sympathised ; a horse to 
be embassador for an ass ! 

Arm, Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth, Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go. 

Arm, The way is but short ; away. 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm, Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dul], and slow ? 

Moth. Minimcy honest master ; or rather, master, 
no. 

Arm, I say, lead is slow. 

Moth, You are too swifl, sir, to say so : 

Is thai lead slow which is fir'd from a gun ? 

Arm, Sweet smoke o^TVvt\.w\cy\ 
He reputes me a cantioiv^ wv^ \3cv^ \sn^^^ ^^fia&.\ 

l\e : — 
/ shoot thee at the swa\tv. 
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Moth, Thump then, and I flee. 

[ExU. 
Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of 
grace ! 
By thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh i|i thy 

face : 
M[ost rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 
IViy herald is return'd. 

Re-enter Moth and Costard. 

Moth. A wonder, master; here's a Costard' 

broken in a shin. 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, — thy 

Venvoy * ; — begin. 
Cost, No egma, no riddle, no Vervooy ; no salve 
in the mail, sir ; O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; 
no V envoy., no V envoy ^ no salve, sir, but a plantain ! 
Arm, ^y virtue, thou enforcest laughter; thy 
silly thought, my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs 
provokes me to ridiculous smiling : O, pardon me^ 
my stars ! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for 
r envoy ^ and the word, F envoy y for a salve ? 

Moth, Do the wise think them other? is not 
V envoy a salve ? 

Arm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, 
to make plain 
Some obscure precedence that hath toforebeen sain. 
I will example it : 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral : Now the V envoy. 

Moth, I will add the V envoy: Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three : 

9 A head. ' An old VreueYv letmlot c,QTi^>\^s»!^ 

verses, which served either to cotwc^ x^ve \«vat^^ ox vv> 
iddress the poem to some person. 

A A. *2 
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Moth. Until the eoose came out of door, 

And stayed the odds by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my Venvoy. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three : 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 

Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good r envoy i endmg in the goose: 
Would you desire more r 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goo8e» 
that's flat : — 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be 

fat.— 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunnmg as fast and 

loose : 
Let me see a fat V envoy ; ay, that's a fat goose. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither : How did this 

argument begin ? 
Moth. By saying that a Costard was broken in a 
shin. 
Then calFd you for the Venvoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plaintain : Thus came 
your argument in ; 
Then the boy's fat Venvoy^ the goose that you 

bought ; 
And he ended the market. 

Arm. But tell me; how was there a Costard 
broken in a shin ? 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 
Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it. Moth ; I will 
speak that Venvoy : 

I, Costard, running out, that was safely within, 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. 
Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 
Arm. Sirrah CoslaxOi, \ V\\\ ew^xiaxiOcvvs.^ >3evftR.. 
Cost. O, marry me vo owfi \\«xvt^^\— \ %km^ 
rnie f envoy ^ some v;oo«^e,\v\xVAv.» 
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Arm. I mean, setting thee at liberty, enfreedom- 
ing thy person; thou wert immured, restrained, 
captivated, bound. 

Cost. True, true ; and now you will let me loose. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from dur- 
ance ; and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing 
but this : Bear this significant to the country maid 
J^quenetta: there is remuneration; [Giving him 
money.'] for the best ward of mine honour, is re- 
warding my dependents. Moth, follow. [^Exii. 
\ Moth* Like the sequel, I. — Signior Costard, 
4dieu. lExit Moth. 

^ Cost.' Now will I look to his remuneration. Re- 
muneration ! O, that's the Latin word for three 
farthings : three farthings — remuneration. — What's 
the price of this inkle f a penny : — Noy FU give 
you a remuneration : why, it carries it. — Remu- 
neration ! 

Enter Birom. 

Birofi. O, my good knave Costard ! exceedingly 
well met. 

Cost, Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 

Biron. What is a remuneration ? 

Cost, Marry, sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then, three-farthings-worth of silk. 

Cost. I thank your worship : Heaven be with you ! 

Biron. O, stay, slave ; I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir ? 

Biron. O, this aflernoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : Fare you well. 

Biron. O, thoa knowest not n?\\«l\. \X.\&. 
Cas^. I shall know, sir, whetvlYiaNfe ^Q?aft.\\.. 
Biron. Whyy villain, thou rcwist Vivo^ fe^X.- 
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' Cost, I will come to your worship, to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron, It must be done this afternoon. . Hark, 
slave, it is but this ; — 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park. 
And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 
When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her 

name. 
And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 
And to her white hand see thou do commend 
This seal'd up counsel. There's thy guerdon' ; go. 

[Gtoes him money. 

Cost. Guerdon, — O sweet guerdon ! better than 
remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing better : Most 
sweet guerdon ; — I will do it, sir, in print.' — Guer- 
don — remuneration. [Exit. 

Biron. O! — And I, forsooth, in love! I, that 
have been love's whip ; 
A very beadle to a humorous sigh ; 
A critick ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Tlian whom no mortal so magnificent ! 
This whimpled-*, whining, purblind, wayward boy: 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms. 
The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents. 
And I to be a corporal of his field, 
And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop ! 
What ? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife ! 
A woman, that is like a German clock. 
Still a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 
And never going aright, being a watch. 
But being watch'd that it may still go right ? 
Nay, to be per^ur'd, ^\v\c^v\^N?w%\.Qf all ; 
And, among three, lo \on^ V\v^ vjw^x. q^ ^\ 

7 Reward. ^ ^'^ '^^^ ^^^ wVolv»«X. «*»k.Vws«.. 
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And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 
To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his most mighty dreadful little might. 
Well, I love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan ; 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Pavilion in the Park. 



Enter the Princess, Rosaline, Maria, Katha- 
rine, BoYET, Lordsy Attendants, and a Forester. 

Prin, Was that the king, that spurred his horse 
so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Boyet. I know not ; but I think, it was not he. 
Prin, Whoe'er he was, he show'd a mounting 
mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch ; 
On Saturday we will return to France. — 
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush. 
That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

For, Here by, upon the edge of yimder coppice ; 
A stand, where you may make the' fairest shoot. 
Prin, I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot. 
And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot. 
Ibr. Pardon me, madam, for 1 taeaTvX. tvoX. %<^. 
/^n'n. Whaty what? first praUe me, «cv^ ^'givcv 
say^ no ? 
O short-Jiv'd pride I Not fair? a\ack ^ot >no^\ 
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For, Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. Nay, never paint me now; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow* 
Here, good my glass, take this for telline true ; 

\^Gfimng him monet/. 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 

Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.— 
But come, the bow : — Now mercy goes to kill. 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do*t ; 
If wounding, then it was to show my skill. 
That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill. 
And out of question, so it is sometimes ; 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes ; 
When for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart : 
As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 

Boyet, Do not curst wives hold that self-sove- 
reignty 
Only for praise' sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o'er their lords ? 

Prin, Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 



Enter Costard. 

Prin, Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. 
Cost. Pray you, "wYvVcVv \% live head lady ? 
Prin. Thou &ha\l kxxoYjXvct^^^^^^Vj'^'tx^iS^ 

that have no heads. x > * x. 

Cost, Which \s the ^T^«Xe^V\^^:3^.N5^^'^^^^^^^ 
Prin. The tVickesl, ai^d vV^ VaW^^v. 
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CosL The thickest, and the tallest ! it is so ; truth 
is truth. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thick- 
est here. 

Prin, What's your will, sir ? what's your will ? 

Cost, I have a letter from monsieur Bir6n, to one 
lady Rosaline. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend 
of mine : 
Stand aside, good bearer.— Bo/et, you can carve; 
Break up this capon. 

Boyet, I am bound to serve. — 

This Tetter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin, We will read it, I si/^ear : 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet, [Reads.] By heaven^ that thou artfair^ is 
most infallible; trucy that thou art beauteous; truth 
itself that thou art lovely: More fairer than fair ^ 
beautiful than beauteous: truer than truth itself have 
commiseration on thy heroical vassal! The magnani- 
mous and most illustrious kins Cophetua set eye upon 
the pernicious and indubitate beggar Zeneiophon; and 
he it foas that might rightly say, veni, vidi, vici ; 
tokick to anatomize in the vulgar y (O base and obscure 
vulgar !) videlicet, he camcy saw, and overcame : he 
camcy one; sato, txoo; overcamCy three. Who came? 
the king : Why did he come ? to see ; Why did he see ? 
to overcome: To tohom came he? to the beggar; What 
saw he? the beggar: Who overcame he? the beggar : 
The conclusion is victory; On whose side? the king's : 
The captive is enriched; On whose side? the beggars: 
The catastrophe is a nuptial; On whose si3e? the 
kings? — noy on both in one, or one in both, I am 
the king; for so stands the comparison: thou the beg- 
gar; for so witnesseth thy lowliness. Shall I command 
thy love? I may: SAaw / cn/orce thy Icoe"^ lco\>\A.*. 
SJfa// I entreat thy love? I twill. WHot sKaU \V«a 
exchange for rags? robes; For tittles, tiiU% •, ^^^ 
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thyselfy me. ThuSy expecting thv reply ^ I profiine 
my Ivps on thyjboty my eyes on tny puture^ ana my 
heart on thee. 

Thine, in the dearest design of industry , 

Don Adriano de Armado. 
Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar 

'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey ; 
Submissive fall his princely feet before. 

And he from forage will incline to play : 
But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then ? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 
Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter ? 
What vane ? what weather-cock ? did you ever hear 
better ? 
Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember 

the style. 
Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it 

erewhile.^ 
Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps 
here in court ; 
A phantasm, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 
To the prince, and his book-mates. 

Prin. Thou, fellow, a word : 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

Cost. I told you ; my lord. 

Prin. To whom shouldst thou give it ? 
Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord, to which lady ? 
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of 
mine, 
To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline. 
Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, 
lords, away. 
Here, sweet, put up this ; 'twill be thine another 
day. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE IT. 

The same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Nath. Very reverent sport, truly ; and done in 
the testimony of a good conscience. 

Hoi. The deer was, as you know, in sanguis^ — 
blood; ripe as a pomewater^, who now hangeth 
like a jewel in the ear of ccelo, — the sky, the wel- 
kin, the heaven ; and anon falleth like a crab, on 
the fkce of terra, — the soil, the land, the earth. 

Nath. Truly? master Holofernes, the epithets are 
sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least : But, sir, 
I assure ye, it was a buck of the first head.^ 

Hoi, Sir Nathaniel, hand credo. 

Dull. 'Twas not ahaud credo, 'twas a pricket. 

HoL Most barbarous intimation ! yet a kind of 
insinuation, as it were, in via, in way, of explica- 
tion ; Jacere, as it were, replication, or, rather, 
ostentare, to show, as it were, his inclination, — after 
his undressed, unpolished, uneducated, unpruned, 
untrained, or rather unlettered, or ratherest, un- 
confirmed fashion, — to insert again my hand credo 
for a deer. 

DtiU, I said, the deer was not a hand credo; 'twas 
a pricket. 

HoL Twice sod simplicity, bis coctusi — O thou 
monster ignorance, how deform'd dost thou look ! 

^ A species of apple. 
. 7 To render some of the allusions in this scene intelligible 
to persons who are not acquainted with the language of 
parLkeepers and foresters, it may be necessary to mention, 
that a fawn, when it is a year old, is called by them a 
pricket; when it is two years o\d, \t\%«LW$t^\ ns\«»>x\^ 
three years old, it is asore;Yj\ieii\\.\s ^oxa'^^^x^^'^^-^^^ '*' 
buck of the first head ; at fi.^e yewcs,\X Vi vcwcJAXs^^* 
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Naih. Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that 
are bred in a book ; he hath not eat paper, as it were; 
he hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not replenished; 
he is only an animal, only sensible in the duller parts; 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we 

thankful should be 
Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 

that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 

or a fool. 
So, were there a patch ^ set on learning, to see him 

in a school : 
But, omne hency say I; being of an old father's mind. 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the tmd. 
Dull. You two are book-men: Can you tell by 
your wit, 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not 
five weeks old as yet? 
HoL Dictynna, good man Dull ; Dictynna, good 

man Dull. 
Dtdl. What is Dictynna ? 
Natk, A title to Phcebe, to Luna, to the moon. 
HoL The moon was a month old, when Adam 
was no more ; 
And raught^ not to five weeks, when he came to 

fivescore. 
The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. 'Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in the 
exchange. 

HoL Heaven comfort thy capacity ! I say, the 
allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. And I say the pollution holds in the ex- 
change : for the moon is never but a month old : 
and I say beside, that 'twas a pricket that the prin- 
cess kill'd. 

HoL Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the deal\\ o^ v\\^ ^^^V^ ^\A A^ ^^s^^^our 

^ AlowfeUovw. s^^^.\v^. 
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the Ignorant, I have call'd the deer the' princess 
kill'dy a pricket. 

Nath. PergCy good master Holofemes, jtier^^,* so 
it shall please you to abrogate scurrility. 

HoL I will something a£Pect the letter; for it 
argues facility. 

The praiseful princess piercd and priclcd a pretty 
pieastng pricket ; 

Some say^ a sore ; but not a sore, till notv made 
sore with shooting, > 

The dogs did yell ; but L to sore, then sorel jumps 
from thicket ; 

Or pricket, sore, or else sorel; the people Jail a 
hooting. 
If sore be sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores ; 

sore L I 
Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding but one 
more L, 

Nath* A rare talent ! 

Dull, If a talent be a claw, look how he claws 
him with a talent. 

Hoi, This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; 
a foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, re- 
volutions : But the gifl is good in those in whom it 
is acute, and 1 am thankflil for it. 

Nath, Sir, I praise heaven for you ; and so may 
my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutor'd by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly under 
you : you are a good member of the commonwealth. 

Hoi. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they 
shall want no instruction : if their daughters be ca- 
pable, I will put it to them : But, vir sapit, qui 
pauca loquitur': a soul feminine saluteth us. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 
Ja^, Good morrow, master pexsoiv. 

vol.. II, B B 
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- Hoi. Master person, — '-qucLn pers-on. And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 

Cost. Marry, master schoolmastefy he that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

HoL Of piercing a hogshead ! a g^od lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint : 
'tis pretty : it is well. 

Jaq, Good master parson, be so good as readme 
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent 
me from Don Armatho: I beseech you, read it 

Hoi. FatistCy precor gelid^ quartdo pecut omne mk 
umbra 
Ruminaty — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantmn ! 
I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice : 

— - Vinegiay Vinegia, 

Chi non te vede, ei non te pregia^ 

Old Mantuan ! old Mantuan ! Who understandeth 
thee not, loves thee not. — Ut, re, sol, la, mi,Ja. — 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents? or, rather, 
as Horace says in his — What, my soul, verses? 
Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 
HoL Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; Lege 
dornine. 

Nath. [Reads.] If love make me Jbrs^wom, how 

shall I svoear to love ? 
Ah, never Jaith cotddhold, if not to beauty vaosed! 
Though to myself forsvoom, to thee Fll Jaithjul 

prove ; 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers 

bowed. 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his hook thine 
eyes ; 
Where all those pleasures live, that art VMndd 
comprehend : 
If knoxjoledge he the marfe, to know thee shall 
sunice * 
Well learned i^ that tongue, \>vat t»f^ ttxx^ \V». 

commend : 
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AU ignorant that soul, that sees thee mthovi 
•wonder; 

(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire;) 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dreadful 
thunder, 

Which, not to anger bent, is musick, and stoeet 
fire. 
Celestial as thou art, oh pardon, love, this ijorong. 
That sings heavens praise with such an earthly 
tongue I 

Hoi* You find not the apostrophes, and so miss 
the accent : let me supervise the canzonet. Here 
are only numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, 
faciility, and golden cadence of poesy, caret, Ovidius 
Naso was the man : and why, indeed, Naso ; but 
for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy, 
the jerks of invention ? Imitari, is nothing : so doth 
the hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired ^ 
horse his rider. But damosella virgin, was this 
directed to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of 
the strange queen's lords. 

HoL 1 will overglance the superscript. To the 
snoto-white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosa- 
line. I will look again on the intellect of the letter, 
for the nomination of the party writing to the per- 
son written unto : 

Your Ladyship's in all desired employment, Biron. 

Sir Nathaniel, this Bir6n is one of the votaries with 
the king ; and here he hath framed a letter to a 
sequent of the stranger queen's, which, accidently, 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarried. — 
Trip and so, my sweet ; deliver this paper into the 
royal hand of the king; it may concern much: Stay 
not thy compliment ; I forgive l\iy &>3l\.^ \ ^<^^>\% 

* Attired, capaTi&oweOi. 
B B ^ 
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Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. 

Cost, Have with thee, my girl. 

[Exeunt Cost, and 3kii, 

Nath. Sir, you have done this very religiously; 
and, as a certain father sidth— — > 

HoL Sir, Tell not me of the fiuher, I do fear co- 
lourable colours. But, to return to the verses; 
Did they please you, sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hcl. I do dine to-day at the fiEUher's of a certain 
pupil of mine; where if, before repast, it shall please 
you to gratif)r the table with a grace, I will on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the foresaid 
child or pupil, undertake your hen venuto; where! 
will prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither 
savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention: I beseech 
your society. 

Nath. And thank you too : for society, (saith 
the text,) is the happiness oi life. 

Hol^ And, certes ^, the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it. — Sir, [To Dull.] I do invite you too; 
you shall not say me, nay : pauca verba. Away ; 
the gentles are at their game, and we will to our 
recreation. [^Exeunt, 



SCENE III. 

Another part of the Park. 

Enter Biron, toith a paper. 

Biron, The king he is hunting the deer ; I am 
coursing myself. Well, Set thee down, sorrow ! for 
so, they say, the fool said, and to say I, and I the 
fool. Well proved, mtl This love is as mad as 
Ajax : it kiUs R\\ceip ; \lV:\\\% m^A^^^w^^'^^ 
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proved again on my side ! I will not love : if I do, 
hang me ; i'faith, I will not. O, but her eye, — by 
this light, but for her eye, I would not love her ; 
yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the 
world but lie, and lie in my throat. By heaven, I 
do love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, and to be 
melancholy ; and here is part of my rhyme, and 
here my melancholy. Well, she hath one o'my son- 
nets already ; the clown bore it, the fool sent it, and 
the lady hath it : sweet clown, sweeter fool, sweet- 
est lady ! By the world, I would BOt care a pin if 
the other three were in : Here comes one with a 
paper. [^Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the King, ivith a paper. 

King, Ah me ! 

Biron. [_Aside,'] Shot, by heaven ! — Proceed, 
sweet Cupid ; thou hast thump'd him with thy bird- 
bolt under the left pap : — 

King, [R^ds.] So sweet a kiss the golden sun 
gives not 

To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 
As thy eye-beams, when their Jresfi rays have smote 

The night of dexv that on my cheeks dowhjlows: 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bosom of the deep. 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 

Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep : 
No drop but as a coach doth carry thee^ 

So rtdest thou triumphing in my woe ; 
Do bui behold the tears that swell in me. 

And they thy glory through my grief will show : 
But do not love thyself; then thou wiU keep 
Afy ^^ars for glasses, and sttU make me naee'p* 
O §tueen of queens, hotjofar dost tKou excel \ 
Vo ihougki can think, nor tongue o^ mortal tell. - 



278 lovk's labour's lost. [activ. 

How shall she know my griefs ? FU drop. the paper; 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here? 

[^Steps aside* 

Enter Longaville, mtk a paper* 

What, Longaville ! and reading ! listen, ear. 
Biron* Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, ap- 
pear ! [Asiae. 
Ijong. Ah me ! I am forsworn. 
Biron. Why, he comes in like a perjure, wearing 
papers. [^ Aside. 
King. In love, I hope: Sweet fellowship in 
shame ! [^Aside. 
Biron, One drunkard loves another of the name. 

lAside. 
Long. Am I the first that have been perjured so? 
Biron. [^AsideJ] 1 could put thee in comfort ; not 
by two, that I know : 
Thou mak'st the triumviry, the corner-cap of so- 
ciety, 
The shape of Jove's Tyburn that hangs up simplicity. 
Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
move ; 
() sweet Maria, empress of my love ! 
These numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 
Biron. lAside."] O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid's hose : 
Disfigure not his shop. 

Long. This same shall go . — 

[_He reads tlie sonnet. 

Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye 

(Gainst xvhom the world cannot hold argument) 
Persuade my heart to thisjalse perjury ? 

FowSyJor thee broke ^ deserve not punishment. 
A woman //orstoore ; but^ 1 MaUl •pro'^ae, 

T/iou beincr a goddess, I forsMiOTe uot iW^ i 
Mi/ voxv xms carOihj, thoii a Keax^enlvj lo^ae \ 

T/u/ frracc 6ci»i- ^^ahid. cure, all d««Tac^ xtv ^^ 



SCENE III.] love's labour's COST. 279 

Vo^s are but breathy and breath a vapour is : 

Then thouyjair suriy •which on my earth doth shine 
£xhal*st this vapour voto ; in thee it is : 
If broken, then, it is no fault of mine $ 
If by wie broke. What fool is not so xoisey 
To lose an oath to toin a paradise f 

Enter Dumain, xvith a paper. 

Long. By whom shall I send this ? — Company ! 
stay. {^Stepping aside, 

Biron. [^ Aside."] All hid, all hid, an old infant 
play : 
Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky, 
And wretched fools* secrets heedfully o'er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill! O heavens, I have my 

wish ; 
Dumain transformed ; four woodcocks in a dish ! 
Dum. O most divine Kate ! 
Biron. O most profane coxcomb ! 

[^ Aside. 
Dum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shme. \_ Aside, 

Dum. O that I had my wish ! 
Long. And I had mine ! 

\_Aside. 

King. And I mine too, good Lord ! \^ Aside. 

Biron. Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good 

word ? \_ Aside. 

Dum. I would forget her ; but a fever she 

Reigns in my blood, and will remembered be. 

' Biron. A fever in your blood, why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers : Sweet misprision ! 

\_ Aside. 
Dum. Once more Fll read the ode tl\a.t I l\axe 

writ. 
Biron. Once more TU maxV \\on^ \q,n^ ^^^^'«^^ 
wit. \./V^x^^' 
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Dum. On a davy (dlaek the day I) 

Love, tonose month is ever May^ 
Spied a blossom, passingjair. 
Playing in the voanton air : 
Through the velvet leaves the mndy 
All unseen, *gan passage Jind g 
That the lover, sick to death, 
Wished himself the heaverCs breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow f 
Air, would I might triumph so ! 
But, alack, my hand is sworn, 
Ne*er to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Vow, alack, for youth unmeet ; 
Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 
Do not call it sin in me. 
That I am forsworn for thee : 
Thou for whom eveti Jove would swear r 
Juno but an Ethiop were ; 
And deny himself for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. — 

This will I send ; and something else more plain^ 
That shall express my true love's fasting pain» 
O, would the King, Biron, and Longaville, 
Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 
Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note r 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 

Long, Dumain, \^Advancing,'] thy love is far fron 
charity, 
That in love's grief desir'st society : 
You may look pale, but I should blush, I know. 
To be o'erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, \^ Advancing.'] you blush ; as hi 
your case is such ; 
You chide at him, offending twice as much : 
You do not love M-ana*, \.0T\^aN\\\^ 
Did never sonnet for \veT ^^e Q.ova^^^ \ 
^or never lay h\s wtealVve^ axTO.s laxWxv 
its loving bosom, tokee^ dov^vvVx^Ve^^^. 
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[ have been closely shrouded in this bush, 
^nd mark'd you both, and for you both did blush. 
[ heard your guilty rhymes, observed your fashion : 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ah me ! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 
One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes : 
You would for paradise break faith and troth ; 

[ To Long. 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

[ To DUM AIN. 

What will Bir6n say, when that he shall hear 
A faith infringed which such a zeal did swear ? 
How will he scorn ? how will He spend his wit ? 
How will he triumph, leap and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 
I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron, Now step I forth to whip- hypocrisy. — 
Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me : 

[Descends Jrom the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 
YoMT eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears, 
There is no certain princess that appears : 
You*ll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing ; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to be thus much o'ershot ? 
0, what a scene of foolery I have seen, 
Oif sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ! '^ 
me, with what strict patience have I sat. 
To see a king transformed to a gnat ! 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys. 
And critick ^ Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where lies thy grief, O tell me good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 
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And where my liege's? all about the breast :— 
A caudle, ho ! 

King, Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view ? 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you ; 
J, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
"To break the vow I am engaged in ; 
I am betray'd, by keeping company 
With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 
When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 
Or groan for Joan ? or spend a minute's time 
In pruning^ me ? When shall you hear that I 
Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye ? 



Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq, God bless the king ! 

King* What present hast thou there ? 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, 

The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jaq. I beseech your grace, let this letter be 
read: 
Our parson misdoubts it ; 'twas treason, he said. 

King. Biron, read it over. 

[_Giving him the letter. 
Where hadst thou it ? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King. Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

King. How now! what is in you? why dost thou 
tear it ? 
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Biron. A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs 

not &ar it. 
Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore 

let's hear it. 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 

[^Picks up the pieces* 
Biron. Ah, you loggerhead, [To Costard.] 
you were born to do me eliame.— ^ 
Gruilty, my lord, guilty ; I confess, I confess. 
King. What? 

Biron, That you three fools lack'd me fool to 
make up the mess : 
He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron* True, true ; we are four : — 

Will these turtles be gone ? 

King, Hence, sirs ; away. 

Cost, Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
stay. [Exeunt Cost, and Jaq. 

King, What, did these rent lines show some love 

of thine ? 
Biron, Did they, quoth you? Who sees the 
heavenly Rosaline, 
That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east. 
Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken blind, 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

King, What zeal, what fury hath inspired thee 
now? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 
Biron, My eyes are then no eye&> nor I Bic^ei*. 
O, but for my love, day wo>\\d\.MTa.\»Tv\^v\ 
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Of all complexions the culFd sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignitv ; 

Where nothing wants, that want itself doth 
seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues-^ 

Fye, painted rhetorick ! O, she needs it not ; 
To things of sale a seller's praise belongs ; 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth 
blot. 
A withered helmet, five-score winters worn. 

Might shake off fifly, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-bom. 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy. 
O, 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine ! 
King, By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron. is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 
A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
O, if in black my lady's brows be deckt. 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days ; 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise. 
Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 
King. But what of this ? Are we not all in love ? 
Biron. Nothing so sure ; and thereby all for- 
sworn. 
King, Then leave this chat ! and, good Bir6n, 
now prove 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dunu Ay, marry, tVxete, — ^Ck\tv^ ^^\\.^\>^ ^^.t this 
evW. 
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Long, O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets ^ how to cheat the devil. 

Dum. Some salve for perjury. 

Biron* O, *tis more than need ! — 

Have at you then, affection's men at arms : 
Consider, what you first did swear unto ; — 
To fast, — to study, — and to see no woman ; — 
Flat treason 'gainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can you fast? your stomachs are too young; 
And abstmence engenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow*d to study, lords, 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book : 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 
For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, . 
Have found the ground of study's excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They are the ground, the books, the academes. 
From whence dolh spring the true Promethean fire. 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 
As motion, and long during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now, for not looking on a woman's face. 
You have in that forsworn the use of eyes ; 
And study too, the causer of your vow : 
For where is any author in (he world, 
Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye ? 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourself. 
And where we are, our learning likewise is. 
Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes, 
Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 
O, we have made a vow to study, lords ; 
And in that vow we have forsworn our books ; 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you. 
In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numberS) as the ^rom^tiu^ e^e& 

VOL. II. c c 
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Of beauteous tutord have ienrieh'd you with ? 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 
And therefore finding barren practisers, 
Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 
But love, first learned in a lady's eyes. 
Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 
But with the motioh of all elements, 
Courses as swifl as thought in every power ; 
And gives to every power a double power, 
Above their functions and their offices. 
It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound. 
When the suspicious head of theft is 8topp*d ; 
Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible, 
Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste: 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 
Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 
Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical. 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair ; 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 
Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 
Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs ; 
O, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent : 
Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love ; 
Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men ; 
Let us once lose o\]it oa\^^, Xc> ^tA w«%^^i^v 
Or else we lose ouTse\N^?> \.o V^^^ w« ^^S5ws.\ 
It is religion to be lYiu^ ^otvNWtv\ 



ACT v.] love's labour's lqsj. 287 

For charity itself fulfils the law ; 
And who can sever love from charity ? 

King, Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to tlie 

field ! 
Long. Shall we resolve to woo these girls of 

France ? 
King, And win them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Biron, First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither ; 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Q£ his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours. 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King. Away, away ! no time shall be omitted, 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

[^Exeunt, 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



A Street, 



Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Hoi. Satis quod suffidt, 

Nath. Sir, your reasons " at dinner have been 
sharp and sententious ; pleasant without scurrility, 
witty without affection ®, audacious without im^u- 

7 Dii»courscs. » \.ifvie\.«X\ow, 
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dency, learned without opinion, and stranffc with- 
out heresy. I did converse tbis quondam Say widi 
a companion of the king's, who is intituled, nomi- 
nated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Hoi. Nom hominem tanquam te : His humour is 
lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, 
his eye ambitious, his gait majestical,and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical He 
is too picked ^ too spruce, too affected, too odd, 
ais it were, too perigrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath, A most singular and choice epithet. 

ITaka out Am table-book. 

Hoi. He draweth out the thread of his verbositv 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor %nA 
fimatical phantasms, such insociable and point-de- 
vise ^ companions ; such rackers of orthography, is 
to speak, dout, fine, when he should say, doubt; 
det, when he should pronounce, debt ; d, e, b, t ; 
not, d, e, t: he clepetb a calf, cauf; half, hauf; 
neighbour, vocatury nebour, neigh, abbreviated, ne : 
This is abhominable, (which he would call abomin- 
able,) it insinuateth me of insanie ; Ne inteUigu 
domine ? to make frantick, lunatick. 

Nath. Laus dec, bone intelli^. 

Hoi. Bone ? bone, for bene : PrUcian a little 

scratch'd; 'twill serve. 

■ 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

Nath. Videsne quis venit ? 

Hoi. Video, Sf gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra ! [To Moth. 

Hoi. Qjuare Chirra, not sirrali ? 

Arm, Men of peace well encounter'd. 

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

« Boastful. ^ On^x-^ibwjwI, 

2 Fimcai eMLClwe*^ 
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Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan- 
guages, and stolen the scraps. [ To Costard aside. 

Cost. O, they have lived long in the alms-basket 
of words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee 
for a word ; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honorificabilitudinitatibus : thou art easier swal* 
lowed than a flap-dragon. ^ 

Moth. Peace ; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [To Hol.] are you not lettered? 

Moth. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn-book : 
-r~ What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on his 
head? 

Hol. Ba, puerUia^ with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn : — You 
hear his learning. 

Hol. QMisy quisy thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them ; or the fifth, if I. 

Hol. I will repeat them, a e, i, -— 

Moth. The sheep : the other two concludes it; o,u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra- 
neum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snip, 
snap, quick and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect : 
true wit. 

Moth. Offered by a child to an old man. 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is 
the very remuneration I had of thy master, thou 
halfpenny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of dis- 
cretion. 

Arm. Arts-man, prceambula ; we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at 
the charge-house^ on the top of the mountain ? 

Hol. Or, monsy the hill. 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

Hol. I do, sans question. 

' A small inflammable substauce, ^>N;aJ!\o>«e.'^'\vv'^^"«*** 
of wine. \ Vnie^^OcioOi.. 

cc Z 
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Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and my 
familiar, I do assure you, very good friend : — For 
what is inward between us, let it pass : — I do be- 
seech thee, remember thy courtesy ; — I beseech 
thee, apparel thy head ; — and among other im- 
portunate and most serious designs, — and of great 
import indeed, too; — but let that pass: — for I 
must tell thee, it will please his grace (by the world) 
sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder ; but sweet 
heart, let that pass. By the world, I recount no 
fable ; some certain special honours it pleaseth his 
greatness to impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of 
travel, that hath seen the world : but let that pass. 
— The very all of all is, — but, sweet heart, I do 
implore secrecy, — that the king would have me 
present the princess, sweet chuck, with some de- 
lightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or antick, 
or fire-work. Now, understanding that the curate 
and your sweet self, are good at such eruptions, 
and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have 
acquainted you withal, to the end to crave your 
assistance. 

HoL Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
worthies. — Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en- 
tertainment of time, to be rendered by our assist- 
ance, — the king's command, and this most gallant, 
illustrate, and learned gentleman, — before the 
princess ; I say, none so fit as to present the nine 
worthies. 

Nath, Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them ? 

Hoi, Yourself; myself, or this gallant gentle- 
man ; this swain, because of his great limb or joint, 
shall pass Pompey the great ; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error : he is not quantity 
enough for that woTl\vys\Wtc^\ Va \%. wot so big 
HS the end of his cVub. 
HoL Shall 1 Ua^e avi^vexve^'^ Va Ax-^X ^xs.%^^ 
?rcules in mmorUy •. \h^ enter m\ ex>X >.\vvi\> 
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Strangling a sn^ke ; and I will have an apology for 
that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry : toe// done Hercules I 
noto thou crushest the snake! that is the way to 
make an offence gracious ; though few have the 
grace to do it. 

Arm, For the rest of the worthies? — 

Hoi. I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman h 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? 

Hoi. We attend. 

.Arm, We will have, if this fadge^ not, an antick. 
I beseech you, follow. 

Hoi. Via^y goodman Dull! thou hast spoken no 
word all this while. 

DuU. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

Hoi. Allons I we will employ thee. 

DuU. I'll make one in a dance, or so ; or I will 
play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them 
dance the hay. 

Hoi. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport away. 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Before the Princess'^ Pavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and 

Maria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall 'be rich ere we de^ 
part. 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds ! — 
liook you, what I have from t\ve \oN\ti^>8ivci%% 

* Suit. ^ Covitwgi. • 
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^Ros, Madam, came nothing else along with that? 
Prin, Nothing but this? yes, as much love in 
rhyme, 
As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper. 
Writ on both sides the leaf, mar^ent and all ; 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 
Ros. That was the way to make his god-head 
wax; 7 

For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 
Kath, Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallowi too. 
Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with lum ; he kill'd 

your sister. 
Kath, He made her melancholy, sad, and heaiy ; 
And so she died : had she been light« like you, 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 
She might have been a graoidam ere she died i 
And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 
Ros. Whats your dark meaning, moused of this 

. light word ? 
Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 
Ros. We need more light to find your meaning 

out. 
Kath. You'll mar the light, by taking it in snuff;* 
Therefore, Til darkly end the argument. 

Ros, Look, what you do, you do it still i' the 

dark. 
Kath. So do not you ; for you are a light girl. 
Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore 

light. 
Kath. You weigh me not — O, that's you care 

not for me. 
Ros. Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past 

care. 
Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well play'd. 
But, Rosaline, you have a favour too : 
Who sent it ? and viViaX. \& \\.^ 

7 Grow. » Fovu\cr\v li iwviv o^ wv^«»x\svvxv\. '^Vcw^j^^ 
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An if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank 6ir6n : 
The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too, 
I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 
I am compared to twenty thousand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 
Prin, Any thing like ? 

Ros* Much, in the letters : nothing in the praise 
Prin. Beauteous as ink ; a good conclusion. 
Kaih. Fair as a text 6 in a copy-book. 
Ros. 'Ware pencils! How? let me not die your 
debtor. 
My red dominical, my golden letter : 
O, that your face were not so full of 0*s ! 

Kath. A plague of that jest ! and beshrew all 
shrows ! 
. Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Du- 
main? 
Kath. Madam, this glove. 
Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Kath* Yes, madam ; and moreover. 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover : 
A huge translation of hypocrisy, 
Vilely compird, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Lon- 
gaville ; 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin. I think no less : Dost thou not wish in 
heart, 
The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 
Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never 

part. 
Prin. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers so. 
Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking 
so. 
That same Biron Pll torture ere I go. 
O, that I knew be were but Vnb^ \)ae '^^^X 
How I would make him fawn, axv^>ae^^«»^^'^^ 
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And wait the season, and observe the times. 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes; 
And shape his service wholly to my behests ; 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 
So portent-like would I o'ersway his state. 
That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch'd, 
As wit tum'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatch'd, 
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school ; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fooL 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note, . 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter Boyet. 

Prin, Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 

Boyet. O, I am stabb'd with laughter ! Where's 
her grace ? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet? 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare ! — 

Arm, my girls, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach disguised, 
Armed in arguments ; you'll be surpris'd : 
Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Prin. Saint Dennis to saint Cupid ! What are 
they, 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say. 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour : 
When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos'd rest. 
Toward that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions : warily 
I stole into a neigVvbowT \K\ck^\.\s^, 
And overheard w\\al -^ow ^\v^\ on^xV^^x % 
That, by and by, d\sv^\m ^ tVv^^ y^WWi^V^^^. 
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Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn'd his embassage : 

Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 

Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear : 

And ever and anon they made a doubt. 

Presence majestical would put him out ; 

jPor, quoth the king, an angel shalt thou see; 

Yet fear not thoUf but speak audaciously* 

The boy reply'd, An angel is not evil; 

I should have fear d her had she been a devil. 

With that all laugh'd, and clapped him on the 

shoulder ; 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
One rubb'd his elbow, thus ; and fleer*d, and swore, 
A better speech was never spoke before : 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry'd, Via I toe loiU do% come tvhat toiU corner 
The third he caper'd, and cried. All goes toell: 
The fourth turned on the toe, and down he fell. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground. 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 
To check their folly, passion's solemn tears. 

Prin, But what, but what, come they to visit us ? 

Boyet. They do, they do; and are appareVd 
thus, — 
Like Muscovites, or Russians : as I guess, 
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance : 
And every one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress ; which they'll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin. And will they so ? the gallants shall be 
task'd : — 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd : 
And not a man of them shall have the grace. 
Despite of suit, to see a lady's face. — »• 
Hold, Rosaline, this favour tho\x ^ViBil^^-w \ 
And then the king wiU court tYvee ^«t \va ^%w \ 
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Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine ; 
So shall Bir6n take me for Rosaline. — 
And change you favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceived by these removes. 

Bos, Come on then ; wear the favours most in 
sight. 

Katk. But in this changing what is your intent? 

Prin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs: 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock'd withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet. 
With visages display'd to talk, and sreet. 

Ros. But shall we dance if thev desire us to't? 

Prin. No ; to the death, we will not move a foot, 
Nor to their penn*d speech render we no grace ; 
But, while *tis spoke, each turn away her face. 

Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart, 
And quite divorce his memory from his part. 

Prin, Therefore I do it ; and, I make no doubt, 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no such sport, as sport by sport o'er thrown ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 
And they, well mock'd, depart away with shame. 

[ Trumpets sound within. 

Boyet. The trumpet sounds; be mask'd, the 
maskers come. [The Ladies mask. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Du- 
ma in, in Russian habits, and masked; Moth, 
Musicians and Attendants, 

Moth. All Kail, tKc ricficst beauties on the earth! 
Boyet. Beaulves tvo t\cVv^x \>c\axvx\0?\\,'^<KjAa.. 
Moth. A Holy pared oJlKcJauesldame^^ 
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Thai ever tum*d their — backs — to mortal views I 
Biron. Their eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Moth. That ever turn d their eyes to mortal views f 

Out'- 
Boyet, True ; out, indeed, 
Moth. Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, 
vouchsafe 
Not to behold — 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun^beamed eyes, 

with your sun 'beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings 

me out. 
Biron. Is this your perfectness? begone, you 

rogue. 
Ros. What would these strangers ? know their 
« minds, Boyet: 
If they do speak our language, 'tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes : 
Know what they would. 
Boyet. What would you with the princess ? 
Biron, Nothing but peace and gentle visitation. 
Ros. What would they, .say they ? . 
Boyet. Nothing but peace and gentle visitation. 
Ros. Why, that they have ; and bid them so be 

gone. . 
Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be 

gone. 
King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles, 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say that they have measur'd many 
a mile. 
To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Ros. It is not so : ask them, how may inches 
Is in one mile: if they have meaauc'dm%a\'^^ 
The measure then of one is e&sW^ U^« 
VOL. n. D D 
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Boyet, If, to come hither you have measur'd 
miles, 
And many miles; the princess bids you tell. 
How many inches do fill up one mife* 
Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 
Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros. How many weary steps. 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone. 
Are numbered in the travel of one mile ? 

Biron, We number nothing that we spend for you ; 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, 
Tliat we may do it still without accompt. 
Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face, 
That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds 
do! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to 

shine 
(Those clouds removed), upon our wat'ry eyne. 

Ros* O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request'st but moonshine in the water. 
King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe 
one change ; 
Thou bid'st me beg ; this begging is not strange. 
Ros. Play, musick, then : nay, you must do it 
soon. [^Mustek plays. 

Not yet ; — no dance : — thus change I like the moon. 
King, Will you not dance ? How come you thus 

estranged ? 
Ros. You took the moon at full ; but now she*s 

changed. 
King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the roan. 
The musick plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
Ros. Our ears vouchsafe it. 
King. Bvit your legs should do it. 

Ros. Since you ate sitwv^^t^^ «xA ^wafeV^t^Vs^ 
cYiaxvce ^ 
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Kingn Why take we hands then ? 

Ros, Only to part friends : — 

Court*sy, sweet hearts ; and so the measure ends. 

King. More measure of this measure; be not 
nice. 

Ros. We can afford no more at such a price. 

King. Prize you yourselves; What buys your 
cotnpany ? 

Ros. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Ros. Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu ; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 

Ros. In private then. 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

[ They converse apart. 

Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word 
with thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is three. 

Biron. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so 
nice,) 
Metheglin, wort, and malmsey ; — Well run, dice. 
There's half a dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu ! 

Since you can cog ^, 111 play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in secret. 

Prin. Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev'st my gall. 

Prin. Gall? bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

[ They converse apart. 

Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change a 
word? 

Mar. Name it. 

Dum. Fair lady, — 

Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord, — 

Take that for your fair lady. 

« Falsify d\c^,\\^. 
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Dum. Please it you. 

As much in private, and 111 bid adieu. 

IThei^ converse apart. 
Kaih. What, was your visor made without a 

tongue ? 
Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
Katn. O, for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long. 
Long. You have a double tongue within your 
mask. 
And would afford my speechless visor half. 
Kaih. Veal, quoth the Dutchman ; — Is not real 

a calf? 
Long. A calf, fair lady ? 
Kat/i. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let's part the word. 
• Katn, No, I'll not be your half. 

Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Katn. Bleat soflly then, the butcher hears you 
cry. [ Theit/ converse apart. 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking damsels are as 
keen 
As is the razor's edge invisible. 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen ; 

Above the sense of sense : so sensible 
Seemeth their conference; their conceits have wings^ 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter 
things. 
Ros. Not one word more, niy maids ; break off, 

break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry -beaten with pure scoff! 
King. Farewell, mad damsels ; you have simple 
wits. 

[^Exeunt King, Lords, Moth, Mustek and 
Attendants. 
Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites. — 
WiiJ they not, think you, hang themselves to-night? 

Or ever, but \tv n\sot%, ^q^ \3ftKa S»k.^*^ 
This pert Bir6n was out o^ co\«vV.«^^xv^^ o^wt. 
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Ros» 1 they were all in lamentable cases ! 
The king was weeping-ripe for a good word. 

Prin, Bir6n did swear himself out of all suit. 

Mar, Dumain was at my service, and his sword : 
No|70fn^S quoth I ; my servant straight was mute. 

Kath. Lord Longaville said, I came o'er his 
heart ; 
And trow you, what he call'd me ? 

Prin. Qualm, perhaps. 

Katk, Yes, in good faith. 

Prin. Go, sickness as thou art ! 

Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statute- 
caps. 2 
But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hSth plighted faith to me. 

Kath. And Longaville was for my service born. 

Mar. Dumain, is mine, as sure as bark on tree. 

Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again be here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never be, 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 

Prin., Will they return ? 

Boyet. They will, they will, heaven kno>irs ; 

And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore, change favours^ ; and, when they repair, 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

Prin. How blow ? how blow ? speak to be un- 
derstoodi 

Boyet. Fair ladies, mask*d, are roses in their bud : 
Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown. 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 

Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do. 
If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Ros. Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 
Let's mock them still, as well known, as^ disguis'd : 

I A quibble on the French adverb oC ue^Uovu 
^ Better wits may be (outvd ^mot\^ oJCvL^'cwi^ 
3 Features, eouutetiwa^iea. 
D D 3 
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Let us complain to them what foold were here^ 
Disguk'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 
And wonder, what they were ; and to what end 
liieir shallow shows, and prologue vilely peon*d| 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 
iSihould be presented at our tent to us. 

Boyet, Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at hand. 

Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run over land« 
\E^emnt Princess, Ros. Kath. and Maria. 

JSmter the King, Biron, Longa ville, and Domain, 

in their proper habits. 

King, Fair 6ir, Hedven save you ! Where is the 
princess ? 

Boget. Gone to her tent : Please it your majesty, 
Command me any service to her thither ? 

King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one 
word. 

Boyet, I will ; and so will she, I know, my lord. 

lExit. 

Biron, This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 
And utters it again when Jove doth please : 
He is wit's pedlar ; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels •*, meetings, markets, fairs ; 
He can carve too, and lisp : Why, this is he. 
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy ; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice. 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms ; nay, he can sing 
A mean * most meanly ; and, in ushering. 
Mend him who can : the ladies call him, sweet ; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet : 
This is the flower that smiles on every one. 
To show his teeth as white as whales' bone : *» 

* Rustic merrv-meetw\^%. ^ "^^^ \tww\\\ \sv>aM«k, 

« The tool\\ o^ v\v\i Vorb^i.-NNV^'t. 
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And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 

King, A blister on his sweet tongue, with iny 
heart) 
Than put Armado*8 page out of his part ! 

Enter the Princess, ushered by BoYftT ; Rosalike, 
Maria, Katharine, and Attendants. 

Biron, See where it comes 1 — Behaviour, what 
wert thou, 
Till this man shbw'd thee ? and what art thou now ? 
King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of 

day! 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 
King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 
Prin. Then wish me better, I will give you leave. 
Kir^. We came to visit you ; and purpose now 
To lead you to our court : vouchsafe it then. 
Prin. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your 
vow; 
Nor Heaven, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 
King. Rebuke me not- for that which you pro- 
voke ; 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue: vice you should 
have spoke ; 
For virtue's office never breaks men's troth .- 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 

As the unsullied lily, I protest," 
A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your house's guest : 
So much I hate a breaking-cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O, you have liv'd in desolation here, 

unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Prin. Not so, my lord ; it is not so, I swear ; 
We have had pastimes hete^asvfti "^^^^^^xV ^|^sssr.\ 
A mess of Russiaus left us but o^ \«Xe, 
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King. How, madam ? Russians ? 

Prin, Ay, in truth, my lord ; 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

Ros. Madam, speak true: — It is not so, my 
lord; . 
My lady, (to the manner of the days,) ^ 
In courtesy, gives undeserving praise* 
We four, indeed, confronted here with four 
In Russian habit : here they stay'd an hour. 
And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord. 
They did not bless us with one happy word. 
I dare not call them fools ; but this I think. 
When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 

Biron. This jest is dry to me — Fair, gentle sweet. 
Your wit makes wise things foolish ; when we greet 
With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye, 
By light we lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 

Ros. This proves you wise and rich ; for in my 
eye, — 

Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty. 

Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong, 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 

Biron. O, I am yours, and all that I possess. 

Ros. h\\ the fool mine ? 

Biron. I cannot give you less. 

Ros. Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 

Biron. Where ? when? what vizor? why demand 
you this ? 

Ros. There, then, that vizor; that superfluous 
case, 
That hid the worse, and show'd the better face. 

King. We are descried: they'll mock us now 
downright. 

Dum. Let us coiv^e&s, awA. Vuxw vt to a jest. 

" Xl'icr lV\eV\xsVv\otv o^ \>cv^i Vvxw^. 
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Prin, Amaz*d, my lord ? Why looks your high- 
ness sad ? 
Ros, Help, hold his brows ! hell swoon 1 Why 
look you pale ? — 
Sea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 
Biron. Tlius pour the stars down plagues for 
perjury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out ? -^ 
Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a 
flout; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 
And I will wish thee never more to dance. 
Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 
O I never will I trust to speeches penn'd. 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy's tongue ; 
Nor never come in visor to my friend ; 

Nor woo in rhvme, likie a blind harper's wfhg : 
Ta&ta phrases, silken terms precise, * 

Threa-pil'd hyperboles, spruce affectatimi, 
Figures pedanticsu ; these summer-flies 

Have blown me full of maggot •stentafcion : 
I do forswear them : and I here protest, 

By this white glove, (how white the hand. 
Heaven knows !) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express'd 

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 
And, to begin, girl, — so Heaven help me, la ! -^ 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 
Ros. Sans sans, I pray you. 
Biron. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : — bear with me, I am sick ; 
I'll leave it by degrees. Sofl, let us see ; — 
Write, Heaven have mercy on us, on those three ; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies ; 
They have the plague, and cavx^VvV \X, o^^ '^^nm: ^-^^'^x 
These lords are visited ; you ate wot %tee^ 
For the Lord's tokens oi\ you Ao \ ^^e^- 
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Prin, No, they are free, that gave these tokens 
to us. 

Biron, Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 

Ros. It is not so : For how can this be true, 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Biron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 

Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Biron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 

King, Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

Prin. The fairest is confession. 

Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Prin. And were you well advis'd ? 

King. I was, fiur madam. 

Prin. When you then were here, 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear ? 

King. That more than all the world I did respect 
her. 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will 
reject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

Your oath once broke, you force ® not to forswear. 

King. Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prin. I will ; and therefore keep it : — Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? 

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world : adding thereto, moreover. 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin. Heaven give thee joy of him ! the noble 
lord 
Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam ? by my life, my 
troth, 
/ neyer swore this lady sucVv ^ccv o^xJcv, 
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Ros. By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

King. My faith, and this, the princess I did give ; 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin, Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear ; 
And lord Bir6n, I thank him, is my dear : — 
What ; will you have me, or your pearl again ? 

Biron* Neither of either ; I remit both twain. — 
I see the trick on't ; — Here was a consent, * 
(Knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany,* 
Some mumble-news, some trencher-knight, some 

Dick, -. 
That smiles his cheek in years ; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she's disposed, — 
Told our intents before : which once disclosed, 
The ladies did change favours ; and then we. 
Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, 
We are again forsworn; in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is : — And might not you, 

[ To BOYET. 

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the squire, '^ 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye. 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Boyet. Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 

Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; I have 
done. 

Enter Costard. 
Welcome^ pure will t\\o\iip\Jc\j&^X.^^«i2tHx»:i- 

^Conspiracy. i B>iffooii. «i^«^^s^^^^^' 
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Cost, O, sir, they would know, 
Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 
Biron. What, are there but three ? 
Cost. No, sir ; but it is vara fine, 

For every one pursents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost. Not so, sir ; under correction, sir ; I hope, 
it is not so : 
You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir ; we 

know what we know : 
I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 
Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 

nine. 
Cost. O, sir, it were pity you should get your 
living by reckoning, sir. 
Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost. O, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, 

sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount : for my 

own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect one 

man, — e*en one poor man ; Pompion the great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cost. It pleased them, to think me worthy of 

Pompion the great : for mine own part, I know not 

the degree of the worthy ; but I am to stand for him. 

Biron, Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir ; we will take 

some care. [JSxiV Costard. 

King. Biron, they will shame us, let them not 

approach. 
Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord : and 'tis 
some policy. 
To have one show worse than the king's and his 
comparvy. 
King. 1 say, t\vey ^\v^xio\. cwsv^^ 
Prin. Nay, my ^00^1X0^^^^*^^^ ^^\-t>^^^^x. 

That sporTbek v^^^e., vWV ^o.>ev WvW-^ 
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Where zeal strives to eont<ent, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of them which it presents, 
Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron, A right description of our sport, my lord. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expence of 
thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of 
-words. 

[Armado converses •uoith the King, and deli' 
vers him a paper,"] 
Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey mo- 
narch : for, I protest, the schoolmaster is exceeding 
fantastical: too, too vain; too, too vain: But we 
will put it, as they s^, to foriuna deUa guerra. I 
wish you the peace of mind, most royal couplement ! 

[^Exk Armado. 
King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor- 
thies: He presents Hector of Troy; the swain, 
Pompey the great ; the parish curate, Alexander ; 
Armado's page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Ma- 
chabseus. 

And if these four worthies in their first show thrive. 
These four will change habits, and present the other 
five. 
Biron. There is five in the first show. 
King. You are deceived, 'tis not so. 
Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool, and the boy : ^^ 
Abate a dirow at novum ^; and the whole world 

again, 
Caofiot:picLoutfive such, take each one inhis vein. 
King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 
[Beats brought for the King, Princess, S^. 

^ A game mtVi ^c«« 

VOL. II. IS E 
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Pageant of the Nine Worthies. 

Enter Costard amCdyJbr Pompey. 

Cost. / Pompey amy 

Boyet, You lie, you are not he. 

Cost. / Pompey am, 

Boyet. With libbard's head on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be 

friends with thee. 
Cost. / Pompey am, Pompey sumam*d the bigf — 
Dum. The great. 

Cost, It is great, sir; — Pompey sumam'd the 
preat ; 
That qft in fields with targe and shield, did nudcemf 

Joe to sweat : 
Andy travelling along this coasts I here am come by 

chance ; 
And lay my arms before the feet of this sxveet lass 

of France. 
If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I had 
done. 
Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost, 'Tis not so much worth ; but, I hope, I was 
perfect : I made a little fault in great, 

Biron, My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel arm d, for Alexander. 

Nath. When in ike world I livd, I was the workTs 
commander. 
By east, west, north, and south, I spread my conquer- 
ing miffht : 
My 'scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alisander, 
Boyet, Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it 

stands loo T\^Vvt. 
P?*en. The cotvoMeTOt \^ ^ywivk^' \\ ^^^^^'i^ ^ood 

Alexaxxaex. ,. , , , .> x* 

Nath. When in the xworld 1 U"^ d, l>»a%tV^>».^x\A' 

corrnnandtr ; — 
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Boyet. Most true, 'tis right ; you were so, Ali- 
sander. 

Biron. Pompey the great, 

Cost. Your servant, and Cost^d. 

Biron, Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 
sander. 

Cost, O, sir, [To Nath.] you have overthrown 
Alisander the conqueror ! You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this. A conqueror, and 
afeard to speak ! run away for shame, Alisander. 
[Nath. retiresJ] There, an't shall pleaise you ; 
a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look you, and 
soon dash'd ! He is a marvellous good neighbour, 
insooth; and a very good bowler: but, for Ahsander, 
alas, you see, how 'tis; — ar little o'erparted: — But 
there are worthies a coming will speak their mind 
in some other sort. 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofernes amCd^for Judas, and Moth 

amCdy for Hercules. 

HoL Great Hercules is presented by this imvy 
Whose dub kilTd Cerberus, that three-neaded 
canus; 
And, vohen he ttms a babe, a childy a shrimp. 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his manus : 
Quoniam, he seemeth in minority; 
Ergo, / come tvith this apology. — 
Keep some state in thy exit, and vanish. 

[^Exit Moth. 
Hoi. Judas I am, ydeped Machabaus. 
Dum* Judas Macnabseus dipt, is plain Judas. 
Hcl. I will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Because thou hast no face. 
Hd. What is this ? 
Boyet. A cittern head. 
jDum. The head of a bodkin. 
Biron. A death's face in a xin^. 
Lang. The face of an old^omwv cwn^ ^ost^'e.^^^' 

£ £ 2 
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Boyet. The pummel ai Caesar's faulchioBk 
Dum. The carv'd-bone face on a flask. 
Biron. St. George's half-cheek in a broodi* 
Dum, Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 
Biron. Ay, and worn in the cap of a tootli-dnMrer: 
And now, forward ; for we have put thee in com* 
tenance. 
HoL You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. False ; we have given thee faces. 
Hoi. But you have out-fac'd them all. 
Biron. An thou wert a lion, we woidd do so. 
Boyet. Therefore, as he is, an ass, let hin g«, 

\Exit HoLOvaa^iBs. 

Enter Armado armed^Jbr Hector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles; here cotms 
Hector in arms. 

Dum, Though my mocks come home by me, I 
will now be merry. 

King, Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 

Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Dum, I think. Hector was not so clean- timbered. 

Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Dum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet, No ; he is best indued in the small. 

Biron, This cannot be Hector. 

Dum, He's a painter ; for he makes faces. 

Arm. The annipotent MarSy of lances the mighty^ 
Gave Hector a gift, — 

Dum, A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron, A lemon. 

Long, Stuck with cloves. 

Dum, No, cloven. 

Arm, Peace. 
The 




A man _ . _^ ,^. 

From morn tiU night, oui oj'-HU •^xnlvM. 

I am ihatjlo^er^ — 
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Dum. That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Lon^aville, rein thy tongue. 
Long. I must rather give it the rein ; for it runs 
against Hector. 
.Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 
Arm. The sweet war-man is dead ; sweet chucks, 
beat not the bones of the buried: when he breath'd, 
he was a man. — But I will forward with my device : 
Sweet royalty, [To the Princess.] bestow on me 
the sense of hearing. [Biron tonispers Costard. 
Prin. Speak, brave Hector; we are much de- 

bghted. 
Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 
Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 
Arm. This Hector Jar surmounted Hannibaly — 
Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is 
gone. 

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentates ? 
thou shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be hanged, for Pompey 
that is dead by him. 
Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 
Boyet, Renowned Pompey ! 
Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey ! Pompey the huge \ 
Dum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov'd : — More Ates^ more 
Ates ; stir them on ! stir them on ! 
Dum. Hector will challenge him. 
Biron. Av, if he have no more man's blood in 
him than will sup a flea. 
Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 
Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man ; I'll slash ; I'll do it by the sword : — I pray 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 
Dum. Room for the iacenseAvjQitV\v\^"8»» 

** Ate was the goddess o^ CCi%vio\^» 

E E S 
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Enter Mercade. 

Mer, Heaven save you, madam 1 

Prin, Welcome, Mercade ; 
But that thou interrupt'st our merriment* 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring, 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father — 

Prin, Dead, for my hTe. 

Mer* Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron, Worthies, away ; the scene begins to cloud. 

Arm. For mine own part, I breath free breath ; 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little hole 
of discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 

lExeuni Worthies. 

King. How fares your majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 

King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you stay. 

Prin. Prepare, I say. — I thank you, gracious 
lords. 
For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat. 
Out of a new -sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
If your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide, 
The liberal ^ opposition of our spirits : 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In t'le converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — Farewell, worthy lord ! 
A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtained. 

King, The extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 
And often, at his very loose, decides 
That which long process could not arbitrate : 
And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 
The holy suit w\\\cVv iavcv \\. ^vixM ^iftwvince ; 
Yet, since love's at ^wrcieivX.N»%a^t%V.wiVi«Jv.v 
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Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it. 

From what it purposed ; since, to wail friends lost. 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable. 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not ; my griefs are double. 

Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of 
grief: — 
And by these badges understand the king. 
For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths; your beauty, ladies. 
Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents: 
And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous, — 
As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 
Ail wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 
Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye. 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varpng in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 
Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if in your heavenly eyes^ 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities, 
Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults. 
Suggested us to make : Therefore, ladies. 
Our love being yours, the error that love mSftkes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false. 
By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you : 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin. 
Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prin, We have received your letters, full of love; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 
And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy. 
As bombast, and as linine to the time : 
But more devout than this, in our respects. 
Have we not been : and tVieteiat%TfttteN.^w»V5P*^'^ 
In their own fashion, \\ke a TCictx\TfteoX.% 
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Dum. Our letters, madam, show'd much more 
than jest. 

Long. So did our looks, 

Ros, We did not quote ^ them so. 

Kir^. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Prin, A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in : 
No, no, my lord, vour grace is perjur'd much, 
Full of dear guiltmess ; and therefore this, — 
If for my love (as there is no such cause) 
You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 
Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitf^e. 
Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 
There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning : 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds ^ 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love. 
But that it bear this trial, and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year. 
Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts. 
And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 
I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house ; 
Raining the tears of lamentation. 
For the remembrance of my father's death. 
If this thou do deny, let our hands part ; 
Neither intitled in the other's heart. 

King, If this, or more than this, I would deny. 
To flatter up these powers of mine with rest. 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 

Biron. And what to uie, my love ? and what to 
me ? 

^ Kei-ard. ^ ^^^^'^"^^- 



SCENE II.] love's labour's LOST. 317 

Ros. You must be purged too, yoor sins are rank ; 
You are attaint with faults and perjury ; 
Therefore, if you my favour mean to get, 
A twelvemonth shall you spend, and never rest, 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Dum, But what to me, my love ? but what to 
me? 

Kath, A wife ! — A beard, fair health, and honesty; 
With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 

Dum, O, shall I say, I tlumk you, gentle wife ? 

Kath. Not so, my lord ; — a twelvemonth and a 
day 
ril mark no words that smooth-fac'd wooers say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come. 
Then, if I* have much love. Til give you sone. 

Dum. rU serve thee true and faithfully till thai. 

Kath. Yet swear not, lest you be fbrBwom again. 

Long. What says *IViaria? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end, 

I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. 

Long. I'll stay with patience; but the tine is 
long. 

Mar. The liker you ; few taller are so young. 

Biron. Studies my lady ? mistress look on me. 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye. 
What humble suit attencb thy answer there ; 
Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Bir6n9 
Before I saw you : and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 
Full of comparisons and wounding flouts ; 
Which you on all estates will execute. 
That lie within the mercy of your wit : 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 
You shall this twelvemonth term from da^ to da^ 
Visit the speecUesa aVcV, wA «Jl^ ^w«««.^ 
With groaning metcYiea ; »di^wa \«^ ^^i^>^> 
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With all the fierce endeavour of your wit. 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Birotu To move wild laughter in the throat of 
death? 
It cannot be ; it is impossible : 
Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros. Why that's the way to choke a g3iing spirit^ 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grac^ 
Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jest's prosperity lies m the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 
DeaTd with the clamours of their own dear groans> 
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then. 
And I will have you, and that fault withal ; 
But, if they will not, throw away that spirit^ 
And I shail find you empty of that fault. 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

Biron, A twelvemonth? well, befal what will 
befal, 
rU jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. 

Prin. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I take my 
leave. {To the King. 

King. No madam : we will bring you on your 
way. 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies' courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 

King, Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a 
day, 
And then 'twill end. 

Biron, That's too long for a play. 

Enter Armado- 

Ami, Sweet ma^esl^, vouchsafe me, — 
Prin. Was not that Heclox "^ 
Z)mw. The worthy ^sLm^\vV.o^'^xo^* 

^rm. I will kisstViy toy^^xv^«.«»^^^^^^^^^ 
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I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, 
most esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue 
that the two learned men have compiled, in praise 
of the owl and the cuckoo ? it should have followed 
in the end of our show. 

King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 

Arm* Holla! approach. 

Enter HoLorEnvESy Nathaniel, Moth, Costard, 

and others. 

This side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the spring ; 
the one maintain'd by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver, begin. 

SONG. 

I. 

Spring. When daisies piedy and violets blue. 
And lady-smocks all silver-whitey 
And cuckoo-buds of yeUono hue. 

Do paint the meadows toith delight ^ 
The cuckoo then^ on every tree. 
Mocks married men^Jbr thus sings he^ 

Cuckoo; 
Cuckooy cuckooy — O tvord qfjear^ 
Unpleasing to a married earl 

II. 

When Shepherds pipe on oaten stratus j 

And merry larks are ploushmen^s clocks^ 
When turtles treads ana rooksy and datvsy 

And maidens bleach their summer smocks^ 
The cuckoo then, on every tree. 
Mocks married men^for thus stngs ht^ 

Cttclcoo ; 
Cuckoo^ cuckoo,— O "word of Jear^ 
Unpleasing to a married car \ 



\i 



f.'L 



>i 



t: 



u I;- 



i^t- 



